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• Say, ye far-travelled clouds, far-seeing hills— 
Among the happiest looking homes of men 
Scattered all Britain over, through deep glen. 
On airy upland, and by forest rills, 
And o'er wide plains cheered by the lark that trills 
His sky-bom warblings— does aught meet your ken 
More fit to animate the Poet's pen. 
Aught that more surely by its aspect fills 
Pure minds with sinless envy, than the Abode 
Of the good Pastor, — faithful through all hours 
To his high charge, and truly serving God?" 

Wordsworth's Memorials of a Tour in Scotland. 
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" In company with one of the lowlier 'members of Session,' the Laird, with 
a tie (and in summer a waistcoat) of immaculate white, stood sentry over the 
pewter plate."— 3ec page 48. 
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"'Excuse me, sir, for making jhe remark on so short an ac- 
quaintance ; but a gentleman like yourself cannot fail, I should 
think, to have observed many scenes and incidents worth recording, 
in the course of your experience as a Minister of the Gospel.' 

** * I have witnessed some certainly,* replied the old gentleman ; 
' but the incidents and characters have been of a homely and ordi- 
nary nature.'" Charles Dickens. 



" • You are a Scotchman, are you not T ' I asked. * I'm from the 
Isle of Skye, sir ; I'm a M'Gregor.' I said something about his 
religious faith. * Ye'll know I was bred in the Church of Scotland, 
sir,' he said, * and I love it as I love my own soul.' " 

Ruskin's Modern Painters^ vol. v. pt. ix. 
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PREFACE. 

It has been the object of the Writer, in the 
following pages, to present a tolerably faithful 
photograph of the parochial life of Scotland in 
a bygone, and, he ventures to think, an often 
misunderstood generation. 

To avoid misapprehension, he* may perhaps 
be permitted to say, that in first excogitating 
the series,^ he had the full design of adhering 
as closely as possible to a plain and prosaic 
narrative of fact. He soon found, however, 
the necessity of a partial departure at least 
from this intention. While there are very few 
of the character-pictures or incidents described 
but have in some shape or form come under 
his personal cognisance (many as literal tran- 
scripts as may be, — very distinct and pronounced 
studies from the life, without so much as one 

1 The papers appeared originally in Life and Work. They 
are here reproduced with additional material, both in text, 
notes, etc. 
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X PREFACE. 

line or feature altered),. he must honestly plead 
guilty, for the deepening and strengthening of 
his lights and shadows, to occasional artistic 
liberties ; in one or two cases, indeed, to the 
introduction of "ideal creations," where the 
purely realistic portraiture would, on many 
accounts, have been impossible or inexpedient. 
For similar cogent reasons, which the Reader 
will quite understand, he deemed it not in- 
frequently desirable alike to transpose localities 
and to veil personalities by a change either of 
name or surpame, sometimes of both ; also, 
here and there to credit one character with 
borrowed features which were strictly the pro- 
perty of others. He need scarcely add that 
what may be called the central (clerical) figure 
in the Taxwood group is purely and entirely 
ideal. Despite, however, these acknowledged 
dovetailings and adaptations, the whole sketches, 
severally and collectively, may be accepted as 
accurate and life-like replicas of his own 
treasured mental picture gallery. Having had 
the advantage of more than one sphere of 
ministerial labour, he has been enabled to 
broaden his canvas, and enlarge the material 
for anecdote and illustration. 
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PREFACE. XI 

Although written specially in connection with 
the parent branch of the Scottish Church, and 
for the Serial which appears under the wing of 
its General Assembly, the Author is happy to 
think that not one unkind or ungenerous word 
— if anything, the reverse — has been said re- 
garding what, in our miserable conventional 
phraseology are too often called " rival Bodies." 
To have done so would alike have been un- 
gracious, unworthy, and undeserved. Though 
a grateful tribute to the National Establishment 
of nearly half a century ago (which, with perhaps 
a tinge of partiality, the writer may be allowed 
to label her palmiest days), yet, from the first 
sentence to the leist, no war -note has been 
sounded, or aught spoken calculated to give 
offence to the most sensitive sectarian scruples. 
If such reference or utterance had found a 
place, it would only have been in the direction 
of bewailing severances which have their abun- 
dant reasons and vindication on one side of 
the Tweed ; but which ought only to be cause 
of wonder, lamentation, and sorrow on the 
other. The Author speaks as a loyal Presby- 
terian ; and should these memories of a parish 
of the olden time prove any feeble contribution 
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to the restoration of the old ecclesiastic and 
historic unity, they will not have appeared in 
vain. 

We must all have our season of relaxation : 
something that deflects us from the routine 
beaten path of ordinary thought and ordinary 
life. Others have their preferences for loco- 
motion, whether by sea or land. The Writer's, 
for the present at least, has been a quieter 
partiality, for mentally traversing some old 
scenes dimming in the haze of the past. As 
the recreations therefore of leisure hours, agree- 
able interludes in work and writings of a 
different complexion, he commits the succeeding 
Chapters, for what they are worth, to that 
generous arid indulgent constituency called the 
Public. 
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CHAPTER I. 

THE MANSE. 




T was not in the 
Highlands, — it 
was not in the Low- 
lands, that the 
parish of Taxwood 
was situated. A sort 
of hybrid it was, with 
both features com- 
bined. There was 
no village either, in 
the larger sense of 
that word, but rather 
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2 THE PARISH OF TAXWOOD. . 

a hamlet, striking and picturesque for no other 
reason than on account of its simplicity. Except 
in two instances (we may include the Manse as 
a third) slated roofs were not to be seen to 
mar the unity of the thatched cottages, which 
clustered on either side of a winding road. 
About the centre a village green developed 
itself, forming the undoubted freehold for the 
Minister's cows. A stream wound gracefully 
through, which seemed to have made a similar 
unchallenged surrender to his ducks. These 
members of the feathered tribe are here some- 
what obtrusively brought to the front for a 
.purely personal reason, as I remember well my 
first introduction to the place was seeing the 
boys occupied, in what I afterwards discovered 
to be a chronic warfare, as they crossed a stone 
bridge leading to the adjoining school. 

Great elms along the road and brook-side, 
intermingled with beeches, had blended their 
arms for a century, and we trust will be assigned 
a similar permanency. These, partially at least, 
screened manse and schoolhouse, church and 
cottages. The distant view, only here and 
there obtained by glimpses, was terminated by 
a background of hills, neither conspicuous in 
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THE MANSE. 3 

size nor artistic in outline, but clothed, too, 
with thriving plantations ; while the intervening 
portion was agreeably studded with bits of 
arable ground, tidy homesteads, trimly -cut 
hedgerows, and here and there groups of old 
trees. 

The village was a nook in Scotland little 
known and little visited in the olden days of 
which we write, and despite the larger influx of 
recent times, its seclusion, we believe, is still 
uninvaded. May it long be so! We have 
said enough, however, to enlist the interest of 
our readers in its simple charms. ** Beauty 
when unadorned is adorned the most." We 
shall make bold to match it against a hundred 
places better known and more loudly lauded. 
Nor dare we venture to decide between two 
rival memories — the beauty of the full burst of 
spring and early summer, when its masses of 
fruit-trees (in which the cherry draped in snowy 
blossoms preponderated), or the autumn even- 
ings, when the blue smoke curled in fantastic 
wreaths from its cottages, and every tree-stem 
was transfigured into molten gold, the sun itself, 
in a sky of amber, sinking behind the distant 
western mountains. 
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4 THE PARISH OF TAXWOOD. 

As a large part of our story, or consecutive 
chapters, will naturally gravitate around the 
Manse and its inmates, we may at once try to 
photograph both. 

To begin with the former. It is easily 
described. It was one of those grim, formal 
white mansions which still survive in Scotland 
as fossil representatives of the olden type. Its 
couple of windows on either side of the front 
door, with five smaller ones in formal row above, 
asserted at a glance their independence and 
defiance of all architectural style and beauty. 
A jargonelle pear-tree, a sort of indispensable 
adjunct of most Scottish manses, occupied the 
southern gable, and proved, generally speaking, 
a very prolific one in its season. In other, 
ways, however, this rather ungainly edifice had 
contrived to have its revenge on the shortcom- 
ings of art, by a very simple appeal to the chari- 
ties of ever -beauteous and bounteous nature: 
for big, straggling, unkempt fuchsias and roses, 
mingling in sublime confusion with masses of 
clematis, clambered over the rustic porch. Juno, 
a white pointer, rather above the average size, 
immaculate save a black patch on her right ear, 
kept watch, like another Cerberus, by the scraper. 
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THE MANSK $ 

The canine name was at first a puzzle, — it must 
be added somewhat an offence, to more than 
one of the old rustic women of the village. 
They were troubled in spirit when the mytho- 
logical term was explained, implying, as it 
naturally did, clerical sanction. But we may 
say at once Juno came to be an established 
favourite, amicable and accommodating, even 
affectionate, in all her ways, the post -runner 
alone forming an exception. The legend was, 
that his first knock in Juno's presence had 
implied an amount of self-assertion to which 
he was not entitled, and the liberty, which 
somehow she could neither forget nor forgive, 
was resented ever after. 

But letting this pass : — " The Minister^' (for 
he was seldom or never designated otherwise) 
— regarded as the sort of central sun around 
whom the interests alike of village and parish 
revolved — demands more special mention. He 
had been settled not more than a year before 
our acquaintance began, and, as will soon be 
evident, I possessed some rare and exceptional 
facilities of knowing him well, with the parti- 
culars of which the reader would not in any 
way be interested. He was a man I would 
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6 THE PARISH OF TAXWOOD. 

have said of five-and-thirty ; rather short in 
stature than otherwise, of rubicund complexion, 
slightly inclined to baldness. He might have 
been pronounced plain but for a dark, kindly, 
gleaming eye, which redeemed all. He had by 
this time, too, to use the common expression, 
"got thoroughly warmed in his nest," and 
habituated to what was at first the strangeness 
of his new life. That strangeness (being never 
before accustomed in domestic matters to act 
or legislate for himself) he used often jocularly 
to recall — the altogether unique impressions 
and sensations of a first day in the manse ; the 
feeling that for the first time he was his own 
master, that he could ring his own bell, and 
summon his own domestic, and order his own 
meal, and saddle his own gray cob, and plan 
his own plans. In a word, that in a small yet 
very complete way he was able to realise the 
meaning of the one grand object for which 
thousands toil and slave a lifetime before they 
reach it, and often, alas ! when reached, are too 
late to enjoy it — independence. 

His father, a respected burgess of Edinburgh, 
now dead, had possessed little beyond a modest 
competency ; but he was familiarly known as 
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THE MANSE. 7 

a "bookworm," and his savings had gone all 
in the direction of a well-stocked library. His 
son, in student and subsequent days, had still 
further plenished and supplemented the old 
shelves and cupboards, so that he started his 
new manse life in the midst of no mean intel- 
lectual wealth, — treasures in which his brethren 
envied him, and in which some of the more 
favoured occasionally reaped the benefit. Social 
as we shall find his proclivities were, he thus 
possessed another essential element of independ- 
ence. Indeed it was not his least compla- 
cent thought that, by the fireside, in his 
own arm-chair, surrounded by obedient rows 
of silent and familiar friends, he could never 
lack good company. He had even served 
himself heir to the lines of Crabbe which, in 
his father's handwriting, in a black frame, 
had long been suspended over the fireplace 
in the Edinburgh library. They still had 
assigned them a similar position in the new 
home : — 

" Here the devout their peaceful temper choose, 
And here the poet meets his favourite muse. 
With awe, around these silent walks I tread, 
These are the lasting mansions of the dead. 
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8 THE PARISH OF TAXWOOD. 

" The dead ! methinks a thousand tongues reply, 
These are the tombs of such as cannot die, 
Crowned with eternal fame, they sit sublime, 
And laugh at all the little strife of time." 

The room in question, however, I need hardly 
say, had about it all the peculiar features of 
the manse study, — this with very special appli- 
cation to the arrangement of the books. In 
the nearest shelves the theological element was 
predominating. An English Bible and Greek 
Testament were all that shared a place with 
his inkstand and portfolio, on a table of green 
baize close by. A shelf within convenient 
reach, rather in disorderly shape, contained 
some handy works of reference. It was before 
the era of volumes from "The Fatherland of 
Thought," — those translated treatises of German 
scholars which now flood every manse library, 
and, we are bound to say, enrich them. Books 
and commentaries, both popular and erudite, 
were then unwritten, which have added price- 
less value to British theological literature this 
last half-century. But all the older and more 
familiar and valuable standard works of the past 
had their niche in the Taxwood study. Paley's 
Evidences^ Hornets Introduction^ Witsius On the 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



THE MANSE. 9 

Covenants^ a latin folio of The Institutes^ Owen 
and Baxter and Boston, South and Stillingfleet, 
and many others, stood as yet in no danger of 
ejection by their more modern rivals. Matthew 
Henry's three portly tomes reigned supreme 
amid their compeers. Can we resist the ex- 
pression of a passing wish that, amid many 
more brilliant competitors in the race, the manse 
study library will always accord to these — alike 
by claim of hereditary right and intrinsic ex- 
cellence — a place of honour? The Minister 
used gleefully to tell, that the highest testimony 
he ever heard paid to one of his sermons was 
from the lips of an old lonely cottager, but a 
merciless critic, who had, somehow or other, 
come into possession of this wondrous prize : 
" She kent fine he had been a' week laabourin' 
Mattha Hendry ;" — an impeachment which cost 
him no blush of shame, more particularly when 
she added the kindly interpretation and compli- 
ment, — " It was wonderfu' how baith him and 
you agreed in the same meanin." We repeat, 
may the day be distant when this grand old 
Trojan of Divines is relegated to the dust and 
darkness of the discarded bookshelf. 

It required two years' experience and patient 
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10 THE PARISH OF TAXWOOD. 

probation before Mr. Erskine could quietly settle 
down to the routine of parish duties, or, at all 
events, till he could satisfactorily form and 
mature his life-plans. Some little time pre- 
viously, his only sister (of whom more anon) 
had joined him, and he never knew any other 
union. Without more special analysis of char- 
acter or attainment, we may say in a word 
(pronouncing, too, a very moderate estimate) 
that humble, unpretending, unaspiring in himself, 
he was very considerably ahead of the average 
specimen of his honourable calling. Enthusiast, 
in the very exalted sense of that term, he was 
not. In his temperament and ways, indeed, he 
was the reverse. Quiet and undemonstrative, 
but with a great amount, too, of latent vigour 
and reserve of power, which enabled him to rise 
to any great occasion. He had- a supreme sense 
of the dignity and responsibility of his sacred 
office. From the hour he set foot in the parish, 
and accepted the vows of ordination, he became 
absorbed in his work, aiming alike, in and out 
of the pulpit, at a lofty ideal, which he so often 
and deeply mourned he was so little able to 
reach. In that aforementioned arm-chair was 
dreamed many a dream ; from little plans of 
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parish usefulness, to greater plans in wider 
spheres of church action. But his excogitations 
were seldom mere reveries. Slowly, steadily, 
but surely, his plans crystallised ; organisations 
multiplied ; and Taxwood became recognised 
as a model parish, in which, without the pomps 
and perils of royalty, the minister reigned 
as a little king ; his territory, not hill or dale, 
but, that grandest of realms, the hearts of his 
people. 

Here, perhaps, would be the befitting time 
to speak of the characteristics of Mr. Erskine's 
pulpit teaching. Alike in regard to style and 
creed, he had deliberately, from the first, 
followed his convictions, and from these there 
was no departure. As to the latter and the 
more important element ; the Gospel of Christ, 
as an emanation of love from a heavenly 
Father and a religion for daily life, may, in 
brief, be described as his definition of true 
" godliness," and therefore his habitual message 
on Sunday. Then, as to style, including in 
that the important element of preparation, 
he was equally decided, methodical, unyield- 
ing. This especially in two particulars. In 
the first place, he could not away with those 
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12 THE PARISH OF TAXWOOD. 

who presumptuously ventured to give to God 
what cost them nothing: — brethren, in other 
ways personally respected, who were habit and 
repute of standing up in the pulpit without a 
shred of preparation, and, in the words of Dr. 
Chalmers, " abandoning themselves to mis- 
cellaneous impulses." Disloyalty to earnest 
and conscientious preparation, — " slip-shod," or 
what he was wont to call (coining a word to be 
found in no English vocabulary) " unidead " 
sermons, where verbosity and vapid common- 
place were substituted for the results of careful 
thought and study — these were to him a 
veritable pain and abhorrence. He ever felt 
that, deeply important as were his other duties, 
all ought to be subordinate and subservient to 
the weekly pulpit instruction. The subject 
selected in the quiet of the Sunday evening, 
after the day's services were over, was allowed 
to " simmer " in his mind all the week through. 
Moreover, in his walks and visits, the book of 
Nature, and the book whose pages were com- 
posed of human experience, gathered from 
intercourse with his people, were quite as 
suggestive and serviceable as the octavos and 
quartos of the manse bookshelves. Indeed, the 
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THE MANSE. 13 

mystery remained long unsolved, how the 
minister in his lonely rides was so often seen 
coming to a spasmodic halt, reining up the gray 
cob, and getting out his pencil and note-book. 
But it was simply to assist a treacherous 
memory, in jotting down some happy passing 
thought that would be available for next 
Sunday. His sermons thus could not fail to 
be replete with instruction and beauty, No 
wonder that honest old Saunders, to whom the 
utterance of indiscreet and indiscriminate flattery 
was an abomination, should have ventured out 
of his way on such an encomium as this — " Eh, 
mester ! yer sermins are jist aiples o* gold in 
picters o' silver." 

Another distinctive feature worthy of men- 
tion in what may be designated " pulpit style,*' 
was a studied and scrupulous simplicity. He 
had a mortal antipathy at anything else. 
Though he preached Sunday after Sunday 
under the visible consciousness (for he con- 
fronted him) that " the Laird " was in church ; 
what mattered this ? He was too wise not to 
know that of all his hearers this often over- 
awing personage was the very one who most 
appreciated and applauded the simple element 
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14 THE PARISH OF TAXWOOD. 

in his pastor's addresses ; indeed, that he would 
very much have resented the idea of strong 
food having been served up specially for his 
digestion alone. The simplicity we speak of 
was enjoyed by the latter, not only because he 
had the pleasant satisfaction that the speaker 
was thereby addressing himself to the capacity 
of the humblest, but from real and undissembled 
personal partiality. Oh that many "Boanerges'" 
among us might know and comprehend, that, 
whether amid rustic or lettered audiences, sim- 
plicity and thought combined carry the day 
with rich as well as with poor, with learned as 
well as with unlearned. But, will Boanerges be 
convinced ? 

One other touch to complete the rough 
outline of these peculiarities of style. From 
the contemptuous way in which he had heard 
his old nurse speak of " thae papers," he had in 
earliest life formulated the deliberate resolve 
that, should he ever enter the pulpit, the pen- 
and-ink offence should not enter it with him ; 
that from the first and for ever, these (what he 
used to call the preacher's dead weights) would 
be discarded. When the time came to put 
theory into practice, it was, it must be owned, 
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an effort — indeed, at the outset, a desperate 
battle, that threatened more than once to end 
in disastrous discomfiture, or, rather, humiliat- 
ing surrender. The difficulty in Mr. Erskine's 
case was aggravated, owing to the aspect in 
which he regarded what were called (and the 
progeny still survive) " committed sermons." If 
there was any drudgery more than another he 
commiserated, it was that of a neighbouring 
brother incarcerating himself each week, for the 
best part of two days, in his study, transferring 
to his brain verbatim^ the lines and sentences of 
his MS. — the same weary treadmill complacently 
resumed from week to week. Mr. Erskine's 
invariable plan was, a thorough and most 
systematic mental arrangement. He was par- 
tial (when not carried too far) to the old 
divisions and subdivisions, leaving very much 
to the moment the mere clothing in appro- 
priate words. At first, here too, there was an 
occasional, indeed not infrequent halt, or hiatus, 
— the " emphatic pause " which Dr. Chalmers, 
to quote him again, on one memorable occasion 
in subsequent years, was bold enough even to 
commend for the solace of a defaulter who was 
stammering out to the great man an apology 
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for a momentary break -down. Any early 
flounderings, limping sentences, awkward ex- 
pressions, grammatical lapses, were readily con- 
doned by unanimous verdict ; the congregation 
got what was ^^ from the heart, to the heart ;" 
and, doubtless, many of these faithful teachings 
would have lost half their power and impressive- 
ness, if the dark, speaking eye had been deflected 
from the hearers. 

To complete the more personal portraiture, 
we may indicate in what direction lay what 
may be called the minister's relaxations. Yes, 
relaxations ; for every man, whether lay or 
ecclesiastical, must ride some innocent hobby. 
The great wheels of life revolve all the more 
pleasantly (it is oil to the axle) when there are 
extra-professional resources, whether physical, 
literary, scientific, intellectual, or aesthetic, for 
the imperative "leisure hour." Perhaps the 
garden and manse-shrubbery formed his pet 
resort and pastime ; and in his manipulation 
of material he showed how much, by dint of 
care and attention and cunning device, could 
be made out of a tiny territory. He had an 
able and willing auxiliary (of whom more here- 
after) in the "minister's man." But his own 
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taste was the directing and controlling power, 
seen in the shape of every flower-bed, and the 
position and pose of every tree. Often did he 
groan in spirit over the debased horticulture of 
some of his brethren, who, with greater natural 
capabilities in their manse surroundings, had 
abandoned them (in two very pronounced cases, 
at all events) to a wild revelry of dandelion, 
nettle, and bindweed. Gaps in the thorn hedge, 
dilapidated palings, trees with their branches 
clamorous for the saw or the pruning-knife, 
and specially weeds, of every form and hue, 
were his abomination. 

Inside the manse, in the little drawing-room 
or parlour (for it appropriated both names) was a 
still more singular and unusual collection, in 
which his sense of the beautiful was allowed at 
sweet will to luxuriate. What had led him to 
the cultivation of a taste so exceptional in its 
way, we cannot tell; unless it was that the 
gorgeous colour of the flower-beds outside was 
thereby transferred in a more durable shape 
within doors, and rendered independent of all 
seasons. Suffice it to say, his gathering of shells 
and sea-treasures was a remarkable one. It 
was impossible that such a man as Mr. Erskine 
c 
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could on any occasion be voted a bore ; but if 
ever that unhappy name were applicable, it was 
when a dull phlegmatic company were gathered 
around the mahogany cabinet, listening to his 
fluent dissertation on valves and bivalves, stars 
and sea-urchins, whelks and cowries, corals and 
sponges, with their ocean homes, habits, families, 
and affinities. Beautiful certainly they were ; 
and he handled each specimen as tenderly as 
he would do a child. With the true enthusiasm 
of a collector (it was his one act of despotic 
authority), no one was permitted to dust or finger 
the contents of these shelves but himself. The 
journey to London, in pre-railway times, was 
regarded as no inconsiderable feat, specially for 
the restricted holiday and still more restricted 
purse of a Scotch minister. Mr. Erskine was 
one of the favoured few who had accomplished 
it. But it afforded infinite amusement to dis- 
cover on his return (and indeed became a 
favourite subject for clerical banter ever after) 
that the time in his power to visit the metro- 
politan lions, had been mainly divided between 
the conchological collection in the British 
Museum and haunts amid the slums of Black- 
wall and Wapping, where impecunious and 
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improvident sailors are well known, on landing, 
to pawn some rare products of the deep. It is 
only right to add, that he had not made an 
unsuccessful raid to these great, though some- 
what disreputable dep6ts of the vast harbour ; 
rather, he had netted a goodly haul for his own 
delectation on his return home. Nor was the 
taste a selfish or purely personal one. Those 
gleaming stores, with their unrivalled colours, 
were often, in future, utilised for village lectures 
and Sunday School treats. 

Other dramatis personcB of the Manse demand 
our attention ; but these must be reserved for 
next chapter. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE MANSE AND MORE ABOUT IT. 




HAVE incidentally 
noted that the min- 
ister had an only 
sister. Effie was 
many years younger 
than himself; junior, 
however, solely in 
years, not in intelli- 
gence. In one feature 
there was a striking family resemblance. Her 
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countenance, in no other way remarkable, was 
made so by the gleam of a radiant eye, which 
carried sunshine with it wherever she went, 
and revealed (a true revelation besides) a latent 
genius, to which her brother had, personally, no 
pretensions. She had enjoyed a fairly good 
home education in Edinburgh, supplemented 
by ** classes," so that others (not herself) would 
have reasonably claimed for her the title of 
" accomplished." Perhaps the aesthetic prevailed 
over the intellectual. It was to her the most 
charming of transitions to feel herself domiciled 
amid the quiet rural delights of Taxwood and 
its surroundings. Though not an artist, she 
was born one. Like her brother, she had 
almost a passionate love of what was beautiful; 
in a less well-regulated mind it would have 
passed into the romantic. Her love of outer 
nature was of such intensity, that everything . 
around her^ in the pages of that vast and varied 
Volume, was a pure delight. As the minister's 
sister and inmate of his house (though we shall 
presently see not the only one), she soon settled 
down to a sense of her responsibility. Many 
were the other outlets to her likings and sym- 
pathies, but the home and parish duties had a 
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conscientious precedence, on which nothing else 
was suffered to intrude. Indeed, it soon came 
to be well known and understood that Mr. 
Erskine had not all the credit of schemes of 
kindness and thoughtfulness which emartated 
from the Manse. There was a capacious basket 
hanging behind the door in the back lobby, 
which, had lungs and voice been given it, could 
have revealed many a kindly errand to various 
outlying nooks and cottages. It would have 
comprehended in its story a catalogue of home 
products. The minister's hens laid under con- 
tribution for eggs ; the minister's cow for cream 
or butter ; the minister's garden for cauliflower 
or cabbage ; the minister's kitchen for soup ; 
on rare occasions, the minister's modest cellar 
for a flask of wine ; on rarer occasions still, the 
minister's purse (if her own was inadequate, 
which was its normal condition) for a little 
assistance to help the doctor's bill, or to eke 
out the payment of rent in times of sickness. 
Further, let the truth be known, she had quite 
as much part and share as he, in the starting 
and success of the Sunday School. The 
acknowledged leader in the staff of female 
teachers, she pressed others into the service, 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



THE MANSE AND MORE ABOUT IT. 23 

who, more from a modest pleading of dreaded 
incapacity than reluctance for the work, held 
back. In a word, she soon became a loved 
and honoured centre of influence peculiarly her 
own. As years went on, she never lost sight 
or hold of any one girl who had been under her 
fostering care. A very sacred and happy part 
of her life was to keep up correspondence with 
her Sunday scholars in after years, following 
them with sympathetic interest out to their 
places in the great world — whether to domestic 
service, or in homed for themselves — and no 
visitors had a heartier welcome in calling at 
the Manse, when opportunity allowed, than 
they. Thus Effie was the lady saint in their 
Protestant calendar. It was certainly no wonder 
they liked her, for she made their intercourse 
as bright as her own bright nature. There 
was nothing morbid, or gloomy, or sentimental 
in her pietism. As the only Irish girl she had 
— a child of old Murphy the gamekeeper — said 
(and it will quite interpret what we mean), 
" Ech shure ! and she doesn't pelt us with texts." 
No, and the bright sunny religion she taught 
to others was reflected too in her personal 
enjoyments and favourite pursuits. She had. 
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indeed, her own selected religious authors, and 
we need not add that no book in all her library- 
was more read and more delighted in than her 
Bible. It had its special allotted moments, 
which nothing could displace ; but her reading 
was of the most varied and omnivorous character, 
and, in a mind where imagination played so 
large a part, we can hardly wonder at the 
literary selections and affinities of her by-hours. 
One set, one series, must claim pre-eminent 
mention. She lived at a time of this century's 
history which was memorable for a blazing star 
that had risen in the author-firmament, which 
shed its lustre not on Scotland only, but which 
was admired, followed, worshipped^ wherever 
genius of the highest type was found. Sir 
Walter Scott, the Aladdin of modern literature, 
had comparatively recently waved his magic 
wand, and evoked from chaos a new world of 
thought and imagery. Especially had he made 
his native mountains, lakes, and forests, instinct 
with life and loveliness, giving to " the land of 
brown heath and shaggy wood " — its " crags, 
rocks, and knolls," its "birchen bowers" and 
** silver strands," a notoriety they never pos- 
sessed before, and were never likely again to 
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lose — a legacy for all ages. Effie felt the spell 
of the conjurer's enchantments. All the poetry 
in her nature responded to the great necro- 
mancer ; and, whether in his teeming volumes 
of prose, or the subtle beauties and vigorous 
numbers of his verse, she was never ashamed 
to avow (in fact, she could not conceal) the 
entrancement. Of many of his characters she 
fancied she discovered the prototypes in some 
of her own loved parishioners, far and near. 
She could almost certify that Edie Ochiltree, 
with his blue homespun, had sat for his portrait 
under another name. If not Dandie Dinmont, 
at least his curs she could make sure of Even 
Meg Merrilees — though not of so formidable a 
type — had her abode (fortunately on the out- 
skirts of the parish) ; and she did not require 
to go beyond the village green and its cottages 
to find a Jeanie Deans to fit the mental image. 
In the interesting memoirs of the late Dean 
Hook, we have described to us his devoted 
fondness in early life for Milton and Shakespeare, 
a love which survived all his marvellous labours, 
and broke out again, like the evening sun, to 
gladden the later years of comparative retire- 
ment. If we can dare compare two personages. 
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in all respects wide as the poles asunder, what 
Shakespeare was to the prelatic dignitary, 
Walter Scott was to this maiden in a Scottish 
Presbyterian manse. In those hours of needful 
relaxation we have just spoken of, she could 
leave, without a scruple, her brother amid his 
flowers and shells, while she betook herself to 
reopen and resume the dog-eared page. 

Whenever the season and weather at all 
admitted, she had one favourite retreat or 
^' boudoirP Such a word would have been a 
misnomer within the Manse walls. Not so, 
however, up the glade amid the hazels and 
birches, where no human soul could intrude to 
distract or disturb the reverie. It must be 
owned in this oft -frequented spot there were, 
around her, dumb rivals that refused a monopoly 
of pleasure even to the " Author of Waverley^ 
She would pause systematically at the close of 
each chapter, to get a glimpse and inspiration 
from the larger volume we have already said 
was so prized, and which has no finis on its 
ever-teeming and expanding pages to cause the 
sigh over other " tales that are told." There 
was one specially favourite morsel of green 
sward, with a gray rock overhead, — the said 
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rock tapestried and fringed with moss and 
lichen, and where a little tiny stream was just 
heard, and no more, purling among the stones. 
There, for hours, would she surrender herself to 
this pleasing exile; having a tacit understand- 
ing, on all occasions, in case of being " to dumb 
forgetfulness a prey," that the Manse dinner-bell 
would give half-an-hour's premonitory warning, 
so that poetry and fiction might not be in 
conflict with domestic punctuality. If by any 
chance, or at any time, she were, in her mental 
abstraction, oblivious to such a summons, she 
would not long be allowed the indulgence ; for 
Juno, who lay calm and rigid as a statue at 
her feet, was ever impatient for the signal ; and 
once given, there was, by dint alike of tongue and 
gambol, no possibility of remonstrance or delay. 

Effie shared her brother's society and home 
with yet one other, and not the least lovable, 
member of the circle. If Aunt Phemie had lost 
the dews of youth, these had only been com- 
pensated by the charms of that time of maturer 
years, when middle life begins to be sprinkled, 
and no more, with the gray of approaching age, 
without a trace of its feebleness. 
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Oh ye aunts, ye aunts ! what we owe you ! 
What an institution, to be sure, you are in a 
thousand homes ! What, gentle reader, would 
many a household, — many a dwelling in upper, 
many a cottage of humbler life, be without its 
Aunt Margaret, and Aunt Charlotte, and Aunt 
Betty ? 

Did you ever get a peep into a Scottish 
farm-house where such a relative (and of course 
I mean a good specimen of the genus aunt) 
was to be found ? The grandmother's place of 
honour is at the ingle-nook, with her Book and 
spectacles, her knitting, or, in those olden day?, 
her spinning-wheel. But the aunt's place ! — 
well, its very diversity makes it impossible to 
define. She is a living, loving, moving, acting 
centre, and the whole house is her circum- 
ference. I speak now of the aforesaid con- 
ventional " farm-house ;" — the arrangements of 
the commisariatf the plenishing of the "meal-kist," 
the superintending, if not the actual digging, of 
the potatoes, the supervision of the cakes on 
the girdle, and general auxiliary in all culinary 
arrangements. Then what would topsy-turvy 
drawers be without those who have so scrupulous 
a reverence for "order as heaven's first law"? 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



THE MANSE AND MORE ABOUT IT. 29 

Further, think of their share in Saturday night's 
scrubbings, alike with regard to still and "unstill" 
life ! In the case of the latter, their triumphant 
curbing of unruly spirits when a mother's influ- 
ence is thwarted or powerless. Yes, to be very 
plain, when Charlie is plunging and kicking in 
the tub, without the remotest concession to 
rhyme or reason, the recipe is — " Send for 
auntie!'* Auntie comes, and, to be sure,'a per- 
fect tornado it has been and is ; but the winds 
are hushed. And then — God bless you ! what 
you are at a sick-bed ! The quaint and 
cunning devices . you have for smoothing 
pillows and coaxing young " Ready- to-halts" ! 
Frank persists in throwing his medicine into the 
fire : — he won't take a drop of it. But auntie 
again is summoned, and with her veniy vidi, vici, 
the nauseous gulp is a memory, no more. 

Ay, above all — we tread on more sacred 
ground — a double "God bless you" here. 
When some sick couch has a sad and disas- 
trous close ; when hope against hope has to 
give way ; when the doctor ominously shakes 
his head, and the father tries to hide his big 
tears, and the mother is carried swooning to 
the other room. Ah, there you are ! and some 
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of US have known what you are. — But enough ! 
Oh, ye aunts ! for I must take up the refrain — 
what we owe to you ! Crochety at times we 
allow you are. Sometimes a trifle artful ; 
sometimes, though very rarely, a twinge of 
selfishness ; capable of giving a sharp retort or 
a blunt refusal ; sometimes drabbie in your 
persons ; sometimes over careful of your purse- 
strings ; sometimes sensitive about your years, 
and therefore at war with all Bible and baptis- 
mal registers ; but, taking you all in all, you 
are a grand, indispensable institution in this 
wicked many-sided world. We could not do 
without you. Many an epic has been written on 
a less noble theme. "God bless you" once more. 
If such be many a Scottish aunt-type in 
humbler life, the reader may conjecture what 
place and space " dear Aunt Phemie " occupied 
in the Manse of Taxwood. In brief, she kept 
all right. There were, as we may come by- 
and-by to see, conflicting elements which needed 
management and tact and reconciliation — house- 
hold cares and arrangements far outside the 
orbit of the minister and his sister ; delicate 
cases of domestic casuistry that could not well 
be submitted to younger ears ; worries that 
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were far better left unrevealed, and to die their 
own miserable deaths. Then pantry and 
cupboards were realms she felt none could rule, 
and none dare enter but herself. In the matter 
of pastoral labour and duty she little interfered, 
save a friendly call at the cottages or farm- 
houses which lay in the direction of her daily 
or rather occasional walk. As to the Sunday 
School, her nerves equal to other emergencies, 
would have failed her here, even if she had not 
possessed in Effie a competent and willing 
substitute. She was alone great on Sunday 
School occasions when these demanded tea and 
cake for the annual treat on the village green, 
or in the minister's barn, when rain at times 
forbade the preferable resort. 

There is still one occupant of the Manse, or 
one very closely identified with it, who challenges 
a brief description — any others must be con- 
tent with some future passing references ; — but 
"THE minister's MAN" in general, and the 
Taxwood minister's man in particular, dare not 
be thus summarily passed by; — to do so would 
be to omit the moon from the planetary system. 
This satellite in Scottish manse-life occupies a 
position altogether unique. He is worth little 
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if he does not bulk as an important personage ; 
his importance expanding in compound ratio 
with advancing years of service. The un- 
initiated reader will not understand, what all 
country parishioners fully do, that it is a most 
difficult feat to procure a man with such vast 
and varied qualifications. What must the 
minister's man not be ? He must be respect- 
able ; he must understand the management 
alike of glebe and garden, and at any cost of 
physical strength undertake both. He must 
further be capable of taking care of the horse 
(and, please to note, such a horse !), for that 
member of the Manse constituency is bound 
also to combine the most varied and even 
diverse characteristics. He must accommodate 
himself to the plough, the harrow, " the 
machine " (in its innumerable phases), and not 
unfrequently, as in the present case, the saddle. 
To all these multifarious duties — we speak now 
of the man — is occasionally added, as was the 
immemorial custom of Taxwood, the important 
office of "beadle" (or **Boadle" as is some- 
times the preferable rendering). This, in the 
more slipshod days we speak of, consisted 
in a very superficial dusting and monthly 
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washing of the Kirk seats on Saturday afternoon ; 
on Sunday, the ringing of the bell and carrying 
the Bible and Psalm Book from the study to 
the pulpit Without, however, expanding the 
catalogue (and it is by no means exhausted), 
the reader will at once perceive that the per- 
sonage we describe is no secondary magnate in 
manse life. On most of the aforesaid subjects 
— it is not to be wondered at — ^he is credited 
with a vastly greater knowledge than his 
master. He is generally wont to exercise an 
omnipotent sway over glebe and garden, byre 
and stable, seedtime and harvest. Dan Mac- 
Glashan was a true and unmistakable sample of 
his class. 

The new minister came to the parish 
sublimely ignorant of all rural things — innocent 
of crop rotations ; understanding as little about 
the insertion of turnip-seed in the glebe as of 
lettuce or beetroot in the garden. But the 
good fellow who was to be his future auxiliary, 
who, moreover, had long done duty to his aged 
predecessor, was the very last to take advantage 
of ignorance. Dan's natural sagacity, moreover, 
soon led him to perceive that he had an apt 
pupil, so that by degrees the despotic reins 
D 
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were slackened. He had the good sense, day 
by day, or at least year by year, to lapse into 
his proper place of subordination to the wishes 
of his superior. Though slightly passionate, 
any proposal to which Mr. Erskine demurred, 
the other received, or made an effort to receive, 
with respectful acquiescence. Generally speak- 
ing, he simply scratched his head by way of 
opening a few safety valves for the escape of 
his natural infirmity ; said nothing, which im- 
plied assent. 

As he will often reappear in future pages, 
we need not further enlarge, save to remark, 
that in outward appearance Dan could claim 
nothing certainly prepossessing. His complex- 
ion — partly hereditary, partly from continuous 
outdoor work — was of the most pronounced 
character — red ears, red cheeks, red nose, red 
hands, with brown hair dashed with gray ; from 
which latter circumstance you would augur that 
he was on the shady side of half a century. 
Like his master, he had remained, and was 
destined to remain, in a state of single blessed- 
ness. 

His dwelling was in an extremely comfortable 
" loft," with window and striped window-blind, 
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above the stable and byre. This primitive 
room was innocent of a fireplace, but there 
was caloric enough, even in the sharpest winter, 
from the two artificial stoves underneath. Dan 
was never known to grumble, but lived happy 
and contented on his official dignities. 
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CHAPTER III. 

THE LAIRD. 




KNOW few better 
tests, gentle reader, 
by which to try a 
man's temper and 
equilibrium! when that 
man occupies what is 
regarded as the covet- 
ed position of " a landed proprietor," than the 
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morning after a storm ; when pet specimen 
trees, nursed fondly for years, others the 
growth of centuries, have in one brief night, 
paid the debt of nature. It is the autumnal 
winds that work destruction most savagely ; 
for then the drapery of foliage still hangs 
heavy on the branches, so that many a trunk 
and stem, that in winter would have bravely 
wrestled with the tempest and come off un- 
scathed, have to succumb ; just as an expert 
swimmer does when hampered hopelessly with 
the clothes he has had no time to strip off. 
Yes, a single night is enough ; and sad to see, 
next day, the disclosures! One prone monster 
with his roots like grappling-irons in the air ; 
another with a Titanic limb torn away, and 
leaving a great unsightly gash — a wound which 
maims it for life. 

It was on such an occasion, and at the 
same waning season of the year, that I first 
set eyes on ^^ the Lairds Havoc, indeed, his 
fine park had undergone, under an early 
October remorseless blast It was like the 
morning after a battle of giants. Andrew, 
the forester, suggested the baser comparison 
of a gang of tipsy men after a night's carousal, 
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followed by a free fight, where you had scars 
of all conceivable variety — ^black eyes, fractured 
limbs, broken ribs, dislocated arms ; while 
varied minor relics of the encounter lay 
scattered around in medley confusion. To 
their owner the loss was simply irreparable. 

The Laird (for no other name seemed ever 
to belong to him) had little of what may be 
called family pride in his nature, save, perhaps, 
that an ancestor had fought at Killiecrankie, 
and the dirk which had survived the possessor 
in that grim and bloody fray, hung inviolate 
above the open dog -fireplace in the hall. A 
picture of the Pass, in very indifferent art, 
adorned his dining-room ; while the figure of 
the hero himself, said to be an unfinished 
Raebum, confronted on the other "the field 
of his fame and his glory." But of his trees 
the Laird had a genuine, irrepressible, ancestral 
pride. He doated over them as precious 
heirlooms consigned to his custody, and which 
it was his bounden duty to hand down, 
unimpaired, to generations. The "haugh" 
where the grandest monarchs reared their 
heads and extended their arms, was the first 
place, generally, to which he took his visitors 
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at Hedleigh. The storm, too, in the present 
instance, had showed itself no respecter of 
persons. It was not the deciduous trees only 
which had suffered ; pines and conifers and 
junipers bore rough marks and mementoes 
of the tug of war. One huge branch of a 
favourite cedar was sprawling over a prostrate 
ash. Two big elms stood still upright ; poor, 
naked, denuded things, armless and headless, 
as if they appealed piteously to the storm to 
awaken once more, and, commiserating their 
plight, number them among the slain, rather 
than leave them thus ingloriously stripped of 
their armour; while one grand Scotch fir, 
which had given a character to the whole 
grove — a veritable brother in age and grace 
to the patriarchs in Mar forest — left nothing 
standing but a fragment of his red stem, like 
some broken column one would expect to 
encounter in a Syrian desert. 

Amid these humbled aristocrats the Laird 
was conspicuous with white hat and gray 
tweed shooting-coat ; a whistle suspended to 
the button -hole silently indicating sporting 
proclivities. To be sure he was a picture of 
good-humoured resignation and equanimity! 
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As his men, who were already busy with pick 
and axe and saw clearing the ground, touched 
their bonnets (for " wide awakes " were then a 
future revelation) in respectful sympathy, they 
elicited no harsher word than, " Well, well ! we 
can't help it ; we can't help it ! Jamie, man, 
they've served their day. I just hope we'll 
all serve ours as bravely. Cheer up, my lads ! 
I don't like breaches in my family, as you well 
know" (a tear came to his eye, which will 
presently be explained) ; ** but, Sandy, there 
are worse gaps, old fellow, than a wheen trees ; 
and we'll just like them that are spared all the 
better." The tear was now tumbling down 
his cheek, but not for the trees, Sandy plied 
his axe the harder, that he might be saved a 
reply. 

By this time a row of children (so very like 
children), on their way to school, had wandered 
inside the fence, and stood in a row gaping 
and gazing in silence ; the majority with their 
fingers in their mouths (an expressive Scotch 
symbol, indicative of mingled curiosity and 
sorrow). They remained at a respectful dis- 
tance when they saw the Laird was there ; 
although the white hat, be it said at once, was 
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never terror or bugbear to them. I thought 
at the moment he might have been justified 
in challenging the intrusion of these young 
trespassers. But with his accustomed suavity 
and consideration for the " bairns," he came at 
once where they were, laid his hand on one 
rough, towsled head, chucked another little girl 
under the chin, and gave them all a general 
invitation, that if they liked to come on 
Saturday, after the early school closing, and 
carry away some of the branches for winter 
firewood, they would have his liberty to do 
so. 

This is a somewhat long introduction to a 
conspicuous parishioner. There were other 
smaller proprietors ; worthy, and some of them 
excellent men in their way. Exceptions there 
always are among landowners, as among other 
owners. There was one heritor too of the 
gentler sex, somewhat mature in years, who 
went by the name of the " She-laird." The 
cognomen conveyed, possibly, some small re- 
flection on her penurious habits and generally 
unsympathetic ways. She was seldom seen 
beyond her gates save on Sunday, when a 
musty old phaeton, with a musty old driver, 
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conveyed her to a still mustier old cushioned 
seat in the side gallery. 

Then there was a larger landowner still, with 
a goodly slice in an adjoining parish as well as 
in Taxwood. But he had succeeded not many 
years before, as a remote scion of the family ; 
lived the greater part of the year in London ; 
had his rents drawn by his factor; and (the 
more unfortunate for him) was an utter stranger 
to his tenantry ; only, indeed, coming down for 
a few weeks in early winter to enjoy pheasant 
and woodcock shooting. He was an Epis- 
copalian by birth and preference, so that the 
great ark of a church-pew right in front of the 
pulpit was, from year's end to year's end, a 
vacuity, to the regret of others as well as Dan. 
The latter felt more acutely on the subject than 
was warranted ; but, from real or pretended 
conscientious motives, he refused to extend to 
the said pew even his very superficial lustrations. 

It is not to be wondered at, therefore, that 
the honourable appellation ** The Lairdl^ was a 
monopoly in the person of the owner of Hed- 
leigh. He was a constant resident on his estate. 
Service in youth in the Peninsular War seemed 
to have moderated, or, rather, exhausted, his love 
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of adventure and locomotion. He was never 
happier than at home among his people. He 
was a pronounced, almost virulent Tory of the 
old school. On the occasion of a county 
election he seemed, for the nonce, to shake off 
his normal retiring and reticent ways, and to 
plunge with a sort of wild enthusiasm and 
avidity, into public life. But once the exciting 
political crisis was past, the waves rocked 
themselves to rest, and, snail-like to its shell, 
the Laird right gladly resumed the more con- 
genial pursuits of country life and usefulness. 
Yes, usefulness ; for his absence from the parish 
and district would have been simply a calamity. 
What was he not t He was, first and foremost, 
an elder in the kirk; then a ** Justice of the 
peace " (a perfect Aristides to boot, even among 
unimpeachable coadjutors). Then an intelligent 
trusted referee in most, if not all cases of 
conflicting interest among the parishioners. 
Indeed, it was often said that the only human 
beings who had reason to grudge him place 
and existence were the lawyers of the neigh- 
bouring town. Then he was a power in the 
agricultural phase of his life. In his own 
home-farm he was breeder of stock, and rather 
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lavish in experimenting on novel and patented 
implements that had the usual puffing in the 
then weekly newspaper. But he had many 
broad acres to cover these crotchets, and was 
prudent in all his other tastes and expenditure. 
Perhaps one other exception must be made, in 
his dog-kennel and two keepers. The former 
(I mean the kennel) was erected on most 
approved principles ; had its various compart- 
ments for pointers, setters, spaniels, and a very 
host of yelping Scotch terriers, from the Skye 
to the Dandy Dinmont. Shooting was a real 
pleasure to him, not so much for the mere ex- 
citement of the sport, which sometimes verged 
on monotony, but mainly because it gave him 
constant motive and opportunity for visiting, 
by turns, his tenants, great and small. It 
would be too much to say that he knew every 
child by head -mark (the multiplication of 
these objects of parental interest was sometimes 
rather an anxiety to him). But it was no 
exaggeration that, at least, he knew every 
grown-up cottager on his estate. He discour- 
aged, in himself and others, needless and 
profuse charity. It must, moreover, be added 
what, in our advanced days, some of our 
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readers will hardly credit (but which is a most 
truthful assertion), that, in these primitive years 
and natures of the century, the cottagers would, 
with rare exceptions indeed, have been the 
first to resent having their honest pride of 
independence marred and hurt by any such 
gratuities, save where sickness and absolute 
straits, pleaded and demanded the exception. 
The Laird made it an out-and-out rule, and 
adhered to it, never himself to give. But 
when any urgent case or cases did occur, after 
ascertaining, in the first instance, at the Manse 
if Miss Effie had not anticipated, his own two 
daughters would be seen, the day after their 
father's visit, proceeding the same direction ; — 
their little page, Willie, behind, carrying the 
provision basket, plenished with necessaries in 
the shape of food and clothing, supplemented 
with some tit-bits from yesterday's dinner-table 
The Laird had undergone only one severe family 
sorrow. Two loving and lovable daughters, 
with an estimable mother, were still spared to 
him, but many years had now gone by since his 
only son, the pride and hope of his heart, and 
the inheritor of his name and lands, had been 
taken from him. 
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A boy of rare promise, Ronald was just com- 
pleting his last term at Eton, when his young 
iron frame succumbed to fever, caught by an 
over-heat in rowing on the Thames. The Laird 
never got over that blow. He was always 
cheerful, often jocose. But those who knew him 
discerned, under these outer counterfeits, the 
delicate shadow of an irreparable sorrow, which 
was to follow him to the grave. The bereave- 
ment was never referred to, but the silence was 
well understood. There was, in one small room 
of the house, a bookcase full of little volumes. 
The Laird kept the key on his ring, but the 
bookcase was never opened, the reader will 
guess why. A chalk portrait of a boy with 
curly hair and a cheery face hung over his 
desk in the business-room ; and there was one 
day in the year (it was somebody's birthday) 
on which he always took a long walk and 
returned late home to dinner. He liked on 
that particular day to retraverse what had 
formed the last excursion on a spring after- 
noon which he and that same somebody had had 
together. His housekeeper told me that the 
only chapter or portion in the Bible he could 
not read at morning worship was the parable 
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of the lost sheep. It was so much the picture 
of his own thoughts, in the description of 
the shepherd ever " going after that which was 
lost." 

It would be to omit a very prominent part 
of the Laird's portraiture were we to forget his 
relations to Sunday and the Kirk. These, to 
begin with, were the old " plate " days, before 
modern legislation made havoc of the healthy 
habit of the weekly offering — healthy habit to 
the giver, however lowly ; fostering, moreover, 
a wholesome reluctance to be in the position 
of a receiver. Ah, good old times ! when the 
parish poor were under the sheltering wing of 
the Manse and the Kirk-Session : every case 
dealt with "on its merits;" and when there 
was any fault committed, it was on the side of 
tenderness and liberality. The new r^gimey 
indeed, is, to these old interested trustees, a 
mighty saving of personal and corporate trouble ; 
shifting the responsibility from narrower shoul- 
ders to the broader ones of a Poor-board. But 
we know that the ** Jennys" and the "Maggies" 
have often scantier justice done them. Yes, 
and Jenny and Maggie's gratitude too, have no 
longer opportunity for feeling or expression ; 
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for the boon conferred is a thing of the past ; 
and what is still more to be regretted, although 
what was to be expected, the natural claims 
and obligations of sonhood and brotherhood 
have assuredly not been more recognised and 
reverenced under the grim grasping machinery 
of " compulsory enactment" Hush ! It is 
said, the times are now wiser and better ! 

We were led into this digression from memo- 
ries of Sunday morning at the Kirk of Tax- 
wood; when, in company with one of the lowlier 
"members of Session," the Laird, with a tie 
(and in summer a waistcoat) of immaculate 
white, stood sentry over the pewter plate in the 
somewhat damp church-porch. His own in- 
variable half-crown at the bottom was speedily 
effaced from sight by the " Dii minorum gen- 
tium," in the shape of coppers. At the close 
of the service, however, when he took his part, 
counting the proceeds in front of the pulpit (for 
the church was innocent of vestry or session- 
house), the " power of littles " was wonderfully 
illustrated. 

The bell rung in, and the opening psalm 
given out, the Laird joined his wife and daugh- 
ters in their front gallery seat'; a row, first of 
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female and then of male servants and depen- 
dants, occupied two circular tiers or benches 
immediately behind. The Pulpit had certainly 
no share in the shortcomings now referred to ; 
but partly from the lack of proper ventilation, 
partly from the fatigues of domestic service, eyes 
would occasionally close, and audible sounds 
follow suit! The latter was one of the few 
things which shocked the Laird's sensibilities 
to the past-endurance point. He himself never 
in his life slept in church ; and therefore, I infer, 
he considered he had a right to be the more 
severe in his strictures on a. class of unwarrant- 
able liberties. A yawn, and specially in the 
middle of the sermon, was an offence not to be 
forgiven, and which the culprit rarely repeated ; 
it was said, in one case, that a repetition in- 
volved dismissal. 

As, however, the same important figure will 
necessarily emerge incidentally in future parts 
of our story, we shall leave him at present 
strolling quietly home from church, in a summer 
noon, waging a handkerchief warfare with the 
identical flies which had been persecuting him 
through all the service. Reaching his inner 
gate, a perfect chorus of welcome greets him 
E 
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from inside the bars of the kennel. He gives 
the inmates a quarter of an hour of exuberant 
freedom before the lunch bell rings ; and soon 
the more distant summons is heard for the 
afternoon service. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE 
PARISH SCHOOLMASTER. 

, OTHING is so 
universally cre- 
dited as the ubi- 
quity of the ubi- 
quitous Scotch- 
man. The old 
saying has now 
become so stale as 
hardly to permit 
repetition, about 
the reaching of the 
north pole, and our 
mythical country- 
man sitting stride- 
legs on the top of 
it. Had that myth 
realised in the times of which we write, 
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and the aforesaid been found in the elevated 
and characteristic attitude, he would have been 
sure to have shouted out : ** I owe all this, and 
a great deal that is better, to the parish school- 
master," 

I never could understand how, though by 
no means of course invariably, yet how very 
frequently the schoolmasters of Scotland are or 
were addicted to the practice of wearing spec- 
tacles. Perhaps in many cases the laudable 
struggles of college life and the burning of the 
by -no -means -superabundant midnight oil (a 
classical or at least poetical way of describing 
hard study) may so far account for a premature 
impairing of the sight. Be this as it may, Mr. 
M'Inlay was no exception to the general rule. 
One's first glimpses and. impressions are always 
specially lively ; and I confess that the rotund 
silver spectacles arrested me before I could fix 
attention on any more important feature ; just 
as two rather obtrusive pillars would do in 
entering the portico of a temple. This first 
glimpse I had of the parish Schoolmaster was 
not a sufficiently near one ; for it was on the 
occasion adverted to in the earliest page of 
these memories, when some boys from the 
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village were indulging their warlike propensities 
at the expense of the minister's ducks. The 
retreating culprits had caught the eye or ear, 
possibly both, of the Master,' and brought hini 
to the foot of a flight of narrow steps which led 
from the schoolhouse. The prominence of the 
spectacles was shared by another accompani- 
ment This was a familiar flexible object, which 
shall be nameless, associated with punishment. 
Mr. Mlnlay, be it said at once, was a kind- 
hearted man — kind and forbearing to a fault. 
He was before his age in the recognition of the 
power of moral suasion versus corporal punish- 
ment. But this elastic instrument of terror 
formed at the time so indispensable a part of 
all official school insignia, that he would not 
have been regarded by parents or scholars as 
fully panoplied without it, — ^a policeman without 
his baton. It was generally localised either 
under his arm or lay passive in his right hand,, 
reserved for g^eat and exceptional occasions. 
It looked portentous ; just as the traveller in 
Eastern lands dangles a rusty pistol at his 
saddle-bow to scare away suspicious Arabs. 
The boys evidently, on the occasion to which I 
allude, knew what they had to expect — some- 
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thing a little beyond a mere verba! admonition. 
But they were also aware that the consequences 
would be, so far as regarded the "Mester," 
within the mildest limits of endurance ; and 
they proceeded, as pictures of resignation, with 
some preliminary blowing in the palms of their 
hands, to encounter the inevitable. I thought 
it well to pass out of sight whilst the small 
private settlement was being concluded. We 
shall dismiss, once for all, gentle reader, this 
historical little bit of leather with the remark 
that it has doubtless exercised its own influence, 
for good or for evil (we shall not venture to 
aver which), in the moulding of the Scottish cha- 
racter. Like several other antiquated fashions, 
however, it has, we believe, been very much 
and very wisely relegated among the things 
that were, to the tomb of all the Capulets. As 
Mr. Tennyson sings — (this possibly included) — 

" Our little systems have their day ; 

They have their day and cease to be." 

I need not attempt very particularly to 
photograph Mr. M*Inlay, either physically or 
mentally. A middle-sized man was he ; 
somewhat round-shouldered, with a good fore- 
head, and rather a refined face ; flaxen hair. 
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that in itself was wayward by nature, and not 
very amenable to comb and brush. He was 
himself a more than creditable specimen of the 
average schoolmaster. While posted up in the 
various branches needful for the requirements 
of a village school, he was, over and above, a 
man of general reading ; a fair Latin scholar ; 
had mastered the six books of Euclid, and was 
facile in quadratic equations, trigonometry, and 
some few other studious acquirements, which of 
course had to lie dormant in so primitive a 
sphere. But he was abundantly content with 
his quiet position, and was guileless of future 
ambitions. In a word, he was a pleasant, 
intelligent man, who had won his way in life 
by dint of natural vigour and perseverance, and 
having won it, was calculated to make himself 
a favourite with all classes. His fund of anec- 
dote made him always welcome when he dropped 
in, after the day's duties were over, to a social 
cup of tea with the farmers. He was, and no 
wonder, proud of his adopted home and its 
primitive beauties. Nothing delighted him 
more than to take friends, it might be strangers, 
to a survey of the many charms of the village 
and its surroundings. One could almost at a 
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distance, from the emphatic motions of his 
walking-stick, guess the moment, when, in the 
centre of the pathway, he reached the climax 
with the stock quotation from Goldsmith's 
" Sweet Auburn :" — 

** How often have I loitered o*er thy green, 
Where humble happiness endeared each scene ! 
How often have I paused on every charm. 
The sheltered cot, the cultivated form. 
The never-failing brook, the busy mill, 
The decent church that topt the neighbouring hill, 
The hawthorn bush with seats beneath the shade. 
For talking age and whispering lovers made." 

Worthy man ! he had not so much as a 
tinge of vanity in his nature, but he never could 
resist still further pursuing the vision and 
numbers of his favourite poet, as with an 
honest disingenuous laugh, turning to the scene 
of his own labours, he claimed a personal 
interest in the lines — 

" And still they gazed and still the wonder grew. 
That one small head could carry all he knew." 

Perhaps this may lead me here to remark, 
with every respectful remembrance of him, that 
intellectually he would have been deserving of 
a higher place in his profession ; but physically 
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he was far from strong, and suffered nniuch from 
a bronchial, affection, which, sooth to say, was 
a much greater trial and perplexity to others 
than to himself. At the meetings of Kirk- 
Session, where he officiated as clerk, he was 
simply invaluable. Beyond any of his other 
acquirements, he had a natural aptitude for 
business and church law — took to it (to use the 
Laird's phrase) as a duck to water. The Laird 
was all the heartier in his encomiums, as he 
had himself to plead shortcomings in legal 
acumen, whether as applied to questions civil 
or ecclesiastical. Another official duty, common 
to nearly all the parish schoolmasters of that 
day, Mr. M*Inlay had discharged for years ; 
but it must be frankly owned with a painful 
inefficiency. A five-pound note, whatever may 
be its intrinsic value with our advanced views, 
was, half a century ago, a great help to the 
Scottish schoolmaster. It eked out his small 
salary and still scantier school fees. This sum 
formed the average remuneration to the occu- 
pant of the precentor's desk. Mr. M*Inlay had, 
as a matter of course, been installed there ever 
since his appointment to the higher office; and, 
moreover, even had he been willing to waive a 
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prescriptive right, there was really no more 
competent hand to be found in the neighbour- 
hood for the discharge of the weekly duty. 
The post of honour, however, some little time 
after Mr. Erskine's advent, had to be surren- 
dered, and this for two equally urgent reasons. 
The aforesaid bronchial attacks had assumed 
more and more of a chronic character. Fits 
of uncontrollable coughing proved sorely dis- 
turbing in the leading of the psalmody. Not 
unfrequently indeed, after a fair and successful 
beginning, there was an awkward stoppage. 
The tuning fork had to be struck again, and 
the verse or verses recommenced. Truth also 
demands that a still more serious evil must be 
added as the result of some unfortunate habit 
in early life, which had become latterly incorri- 
gible, it should rather be plainly said, intolerable. 
Grimaces and contortions of face, of which the 
good man himself was personally unconscious, 
acted with disastrous effect at times on the 
young of the congregation, and some of the old 
must be included in the indictment. So soon 
as a high note obtruded itself on his path and 
challenged unwonted effort, the facial disturb- 
ances followed suit. Farmer Crombie's four 
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daughters occupied the square seat right under, 
and were often, as they said, " sorely put to it." 
Their honest father, grim and rigid in his way, 
ventured at times on a taciturn rebuke ; but it 
was always with a self-reproach, and that for 
the best of reasons, that he felt too a relaxation 
of muscles repugnant to his better nature. 
Moreover, as may be well imagined, what was 
known familiarly as the " Hester's hostin'" was 
little less than an afflictive dispensation to the 
minister. He often used to feel that at any 
more pathetic bit of his sermon than another, 
or at the crucial part of some argument or 
appeal, the earthquake underneath the pulpit 
was always sure to begin, and its upheaval 
became the focus for all eyes. In a word, as 
the factor said, "the thing could not go on." 
The Laird was the last who stuck loyally to 
his faithful Achates, but even he came to the 
conviction that often what was lawful was not 
expedient ; and he was commissioned with the 
delicate task of giving the gentle hint. He 
dwelt, indeed, mainly on the bronchial aspect, 
not even impinging on the other equally 
imperious one. The advance, kindly and con- 
siderately made, was kindly and considerately 
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taken. A "minute," acknowledging past ser- 
vices, was drawn out by the Laird himself and 
ordered to be engrossed in the Session records. 
So Mr. M*Inlay retired from this conspicuous 
post of duty (or imagined, as in most cases is 
nearer the truth, he had done so) with golden 
opinions. Most assuredly, if we leave out of 
view bronchial tubes and grimaces, no Prime 
Minister could have vacated public place and 
office more respected or loved. 

One appointment we have already inciden- 
tally alluded to as generally filled by the 
Schoolmaster (and which certainly in the case 
of Taxwood could be delegated to no other) was 
that of Session-Clerk, and in those good old 
times, almoner of parish bounty to the poor. A 
yearly meeting of Heritors was held in the 
schoolhouse, at which the disbursements of the 
Kirk-Session were submitted, the fruit of the 
church-door collections ; and before ( what the 
Laird, at all events, would have called) the 
odious days of parochial assessment, the Heri- 
tors added, in proportion to their real or 
valued rentals, whatever supplementary aid was 
requisite. Human nature, even in the most 
primitive conditions of life, is human nature 
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Still ; and it may readily be imagined how 
difficult and invidious it often was, even in the 
case of a man of tact and kindness, like Mr. 
M*Inlay, to discharge to the satisfaction of his 
pauper clients the doles he was authorised to 
distribute. In by far the greater number of 
cases there was nothing but gratitude ; most of 
those who shared these benefactions felt they 
had in him a personal friend, and received their 
monthly allowances as if they had emanated 
from the giver's own pocket. A few exceptions 
there could hardly fail to be ; I have one 
notably in remembrance. Tibbie Brown was in 
her own fragile, aged, yet plucky and sinewy 
way, the sort of village carrier to and from the 
adjoining market town ; the only vehicle for 
these small commercial transactions and inter- 
changes being a somewhat capacious wicker 
basket. But the revenues from her basket and 
store were insufficient to meet personal expen- 
diture. After several applications, some very 
small (what she deemed a very inadequate) 
addition had been made to her income at the last 
** Heritors." She felt sure (no other thought 
could possibly be entertained by her) that the 
minister was strongly on her side, though he 
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had evidently, among other hostile influences, 
pled her cause in vain. She had as little 
hesitation in attributing the failure of her own 
more ambitious expectations — though in this 
she judged erroneously — to the parsimony of 
"the Mester." She pent up her indignation 
until some befitting opportunity would present 
itself. Watching her chance with knowing 
adroitness, at last she found it. One day in 
crossing the green, basket in hand, she observed 
the Minister and the Master in close conversa- 
tion under the shade of the yew hedge. She 
begged pardon for "intrusion," but at once 
plunged in medias res^ and told her story of 
grievances with dramatic effect. Mr. Erskine 
kept his eye on the ground, while M'Inlay 
entered calmly, and even considerately, into a 
full explanation and vindication. Poor Tibbie 
felt that the toils were gathering round her, and 
that the exculpation of the impeached Session- 
Clerk was only too complete. She saw that 
surrender was the better part of valour, but like 
a retreating Parthian she resolved to empty any 
remaining arrows in her quiver. So, with 
trembling lip, she delivered the final volley ; 
" Had yer gab, Mester M*Indal, in the praisance 
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o' yer betters. Stick to your big words and 
your hostin', and gie nether me nor the minister 
ony mair o' ye." With a dramatic swing of the 
basket on her arm, she marched off with the 
air of an Amazon conqueror, or at all events 
with the satisfaction that it was a drawn battle. 
But for the honour of "the short and simple 
annals of the poor " of Taxwood at that time, 
this little veritable episode is recorded only 
because of its rarity. 

We have said nothing as yet of Mr. M*Inlay's 
domestic appointments and household economy. 
Our readers will almost have guessed by this 
time that he was a bachelor to the backbone. 
The question of matrimony in general, with its 
individual application, used to be a not unfre- 
quent subject of friendly joke in his social visits 
among the farmers, and his own professional 
brethren when they met. He had a favourite 
reply, whose geographical allusion was often 
beyond his hearers — a reply he had culled, 
somehow or other, from the writings of Heine. 
It had become somewhat tiresome by repetition 
— specially, it was alleged, when he rehearsed, 
it in places where it had an unhappy application. 
Here are the very words, for with the above 
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explanation they are not difficult to recall, — 
" He that marries is like the Doge who was 
married to the Adriatic. He knows not what 
there is in that which he marries. Mayhap 
treasures and pearls, — mayhap monsters and 
tempests await him." I repeat, this oft-used 
aphorism of his rendered him unpopular, as 
might be expected, where "the cap fitted." 
But when he found he had hit too hard, he had 
always an ingenious subterfuge ready, as an 
iEolian harp, to sound at Nature's dictation. 
** Ah ! my tempest," he would gasp out with an 
effort, feigned or unfeigned, " is this bronchial 
affection. Matrimonial affection and bronchial 
affection, my good friends, are simply incompat- 
ible." On which the tempest (as if -^olus 
himself had been provoked by the allusion to 
leave his cave) broke forth very wildly and 
protractedly ; but died away — not as tempests 
are credited in doing — in peals of good-natured 
laughter. 

There were only two other occupants of the 
Master's house (a primitive bit of architecture, 
with a " but and a ben " downstairs, and a ** but 
and a ben " upstairs, and a square garden en 
suite). The one was what is familiarly known 
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in Scotland as a "lass" — designated, in the 
present case, not on her own account, but by 
reason of her semi-official position, by the 
appellation of **tAe lass." She was a good 
specimen of the genus ; had more of the mas- 
culine than of the feminine element about her ; 
cheeks that suggested a dye from all the pink 
carnations in the garden ; and arms and hands 
equal to any emergency, and to any conceiv- 
able or inconceivable amount of scrubbing and 
cleansing. She was at perpetual feud with not 
a few boys, who, with the perversity of youth, 
used to squeeze their noses against her kitchen 
window, and make other uncomplimentary signs, 
which she would have been wiser at first to 
have taken no notice of, or to have resented 
only with one of her pleasant smiles. 

Mr. M*Inlay's one other domestic care was, 
to everybody but himself, a peculiarly ungainly 
and unlovable gray cat, with liquid expression- 
less gray eyes, and to whom purring seemed to 
constitute the half of a not very lively or 
exciting existence. 

Meg (the lass) was sometimes, I believe 
unfairly, credited with private pilfering from the 
Mester^s larder, when the real state of the case 
F 
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was a want of feline discrimination between 
meum and tuum. 

We have hardly said a word yet on Mr. 
Mlnlay's main avocation within the doors of 
his schoolroom. We have a field-day to describe 
there, but this must be reserved for the next 
chapter.-^ 

^ We may here remark that modest, in the extreme sense 
of the word, in former times (and making all allowance for the 
difference in money value), were the salaries of the parish school- 
masters compared with those of the certainly not over-remuner- 
ated teachers of the past and present generation. An Act 
passed 1696, c. 26, provided inter alia (I quote from my old 
friend Sheriff Barclay's Sketch of Schools in Scotland) that 
the Heritors should provide a commodious schoolhouse, and 
modify a salary for the Master, not under 100 merks (£$ : 1 1 : i ^), 
nor above 200 merks {£1 1:2: 2|), payable half yearly, besides 
the casualties which formerly belonged to the readers and clerks 
of the Kirk-Session. The erection of an adequate schoolhouse 
and dwelling-house along with a garden was provided for by a 
long subsequent Act, 1803, 8th sec. ib, p. 17. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE SCHOOL EXAMINATION. 

(T was always a gala 
day, the School 
Examination. If 

not the parish, at 
all events the vil- 
lage was in high 
f(Ste, and the manse 
and schoolhouse formed the combined focus of 
attraction. 

Once a year, a committee of Presbytery 
generally consisting of five or six members) 
undertook the important work within their 
bounds. Most frequently it was in early sum- 
mer these gatherings took place, and very 
agreeable episodes they were, alike in cleri- 
cal and parochial life. It may be readily ima- 
gined, that though the flutter of anxiety and 
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preparation was pretty equally divided between 
the School and the Manse, the preponderance 
was with the latter. It was a day on which 
Dan MacGlashan was early astir. His toilet 
that morning cost him more thought and de- 
liberation. Still more had his ingenuity to 
be exercised in making adequate and excep- 
tional preparations for the arrival of various 
horses and conveyances, the distance of the 
Manses rendering these aids to locomotion in- 
dispensable. He had donned his Sunday-best 
as the hour drew near, only hooking up his 
coat on a wooden peg outside the stable, in 
readiness for arrivals. Their own cob had, 
first of all, to abdicate his stall, and to be turned 
out for the day to the paddock, an arrangement 
which, we need hardly say, he did not resent. 
Then the two cows had to make similar 
surrender of their "byre" as an improvised 
stable. The cart had to take the chance of 
weather to give shelter to the nondescript 
vehicles ; the hens alone in this case uttering 
a cackling protest for the intrusion on their 
neutral territory. To describe these assembling 
vehicles would be unedifying. Suffice it to 
say, they ranged from the double-seated phaeton 
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to the more primitive gig — ^the dog-cart being 
a later product of the nineteenth century. All 
the clerical friends handled their own reins with 
two exceptions — one, presently to be spoken of, 
who from old age could neither trust strength 
of arm nor failing eyesight ; the other, from 
insuperable nervous sensations in the matter of 
driving, which successive attempts to overcome 
had tended only to increase. These, accord- 
ingly, had to bring their men with them. To 
Dan the two auxiliaries were not unwelcome. 
Indeed, he hailed their appearance to lighten 
his own small burden. Scarcely were the 
horses unsaddled and unharnessed, when the 
snuff-mulls were exchanged as pledge of good 
fellowship for the day, expressed and under- 
stood ; and in due time, of course, there was a 
further interchange of ideas about parochial 
matters in general, and crops and quadrupeds 
in particular. The only one who, at all events 
at the opening of the proceedings, denied a very 
cordial welcome was Betty, whose face on this 
weighty annual occasion (summer, be it re- 
membered) was, in the midst of her culinary 
duties, like a huge harvest moon. She felt, not 
unnaturally, that the appearance of " thae twa 
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men " on the scene implied an increase to her 
labours and supervision. But, good soul ! 
relegating them to a deal table at the window, 
she propitiated the first pangs of hunger with 
bannocks and a " kebbuck," ad libitum^ giving, 
not a positive, but indirect hint of a reversion- 
ary interest in the big dinner, when the waves 
had somewhat rocked themselves to rest. 

We must not forget to mention in passing, 
in connection with the several horses ridden 
and driven, that in one of the recesses of the 
stable stood a " corn-kist " — a great square box 
which had once a history of its own at the 
Laird's. Indeed, it formed part of his "canteen" 
in former warlike days, but now was transferred 
for the more peaceful use of garnering the 
minister's oats. The frisky proclivities of more 
than one sober animal on leaving in the evening 
of the examination day, told tales of Dan's 
equine hospitality. 

The minister was at the front door, ready to 
receive his visitors, as they dropped in one by 
one. Juno lay at her accustomed post by the 
scraper, with her head between outstretched 
paws. She opened her sleepy eyes in the sun- 
shine, coupled at times with a slight spasmodic 
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erection of her left ear, as she heard the noise 
of wheels or the tread of strange footsteps. 
But she seemed to have an instinctive feeling 
that they were privileged intruders, and speedily 
resumed her dream of Manse and dog life. As 
the hour of twelve struck on the clock in 
" the Study," where they had assembled, 
Mr. Erskine offered his arm to the venerable 
Mr. Winton, and the others followed suit in a 
body to the schoolroom. It was touching, the 
deference paid by every member to this 
aged clergyman. He was " Father of the Pres- 
bytery," and his younger brethren, or rather 
sons, seemed to vie to do him honour. Though 
advanced in years he was hale and hearty, and 
equal still to any tolerable amount of duty, 
both in pulpit and parish. Hair, once flaxen, 
had now got transmuted into silver, and hung 
down in very reverential locks on his shoulders. 
The School was simply an adjunct or 
appendage to the Schoolmaster's house ; it had 
no claims whatever, rather the reverse, on the 
average admiration. Our modem type of 
building would have scorned it, as a high-bred 
queen's spaniel would contemplate with un- 
affected disdain a low-bred Scottish terrier. 
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But to the true aesthetic eye it had its own 
redeeming features. The roof had become an 
especial pet of wandering artists. The more 
faded and tawdry the robes of a peer are, the 
more valued they are understood to be, as the 
indications of ancient lineage. So was it with 
the slates of the Parish School, which had braved 
the sunshine and storm of innumerable seasons. 
They were dabbled over with patches of moss, 
or with gray and yellow lichen, not to speak 
of the window-panes, with the great eyes, or 
"knobs," in their centres, that seem now to 
have vanished out of sight. Inside there was 
still less to satisfy the fastidious modem school 
palate. Though the room itself was large and 
commodious, the pitch was low ; the windows 
small ; the ventilation, in the dog-days, defec- 
tive ; while the forms and desks were furrowed 
and gashed with combined age and usage. On 
the latter were characteristic traces of boy 
handiwork, thick as Vallombrosa leaves ; — 
efforts to perpetuate names by very crooked 
and inartistic initials. Even the Master's desk 
did not escape this profanation. Indeed, con- 
spicuous on the back (fronting the entire school, 
and which Meg's scrubbing-brush had failed 
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to erase) was a wonderful effort, depicting the 
terrors of the law in what was intended for a 
gallows with a figure depending from it — the 
work of some young idler, who had thus abused 
his hours of solitary confinement. 

But the party have reached the door ; they 
are received by a courteous bow from Mr. 
M*Inlay, followed by friendly handshaking, and 
by the simultaneous uprising of the whole 
school. By "the whole school" let it be 
distinctly understood that boys and girls, in 
this more primitive era and primitive region, 
were associated under the same roof, and 
underwent the same instruction. At a later 
period a female school was excogitated by the 
Laird's wife and daughters, supported by other 
womanly influences. We do not for a moment 
question that this was a step in advance and 
very decidedly so. But it is only fair to add, 
that under Mr. M'Inlay's judicious and foster- 
ing care, the intermingling of the weaker with 
the stronger sex was not an unmitigated evil. 
The sterner and sturdier were subdued and 
insensibly refined by the gentler natures with 
which they came in habitual contact. More- 
over, under rough exteriors, there was (with of 
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course exceptions) what may be called a rustic 
chivalry about the Taxwood boys. Enough for 
the present to say, that in that general uprising 
we have just referred to, there mingled with 
blue cloth and hob -nails and corduroy, many 
variegated frocks, spencers, and kerchiefs, faded 
and unfaded, simple and tawdry ; hair falling 
here in graceful, unsorted ringlets, there bound 
up by ribands of blue or red. A few forms 
and chairs were set apart for any parents or par- 
ishioners. They came dropping in as the day 
advanced. Mothers of course, who in a very 
abnormal way had left dairy, laundry, and 
kitchen ; who had abandoned pots to simmer 
at will on the hob, and delegated infants to 
a neighbour's care. A few fathers made for 
themselves spare time from the first hay-cutting, 
to have their paternal interest — it may be vanity 
— ^gratified. Towards the end the Laird and 
his daughters joined the throng, also the Factor 
and his family, of whom more anon. When 
all the prandial arrangements at the Manse 
were completed, Effie and her aunt — the last 
comers — elbowed their way to a vacant comer, 
amid silent and respectful greetings. But we 
are forestalling. 
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"And now, my young friends," said Mr. 
Erskine, "we shall begin .our meeting to-day 
as usual with prayer." In deference to his age, 
old Mr. Winton was asked to conduct the brief 
opening service. In a few simple and well- 
chosen words he invoked a blessing on the 
School, on their teacher, on their parents, and 
their minister. 

" If it be your wish, gentlemen," said Mr. 
M*Inlay, turning to the row of clericals seated 
on his own black stuffed -bottom chairs — "we 
shall begin with the beginning." On this trotted 
out a little cavalcade of very incipient par- 
ishioners. They went through their primers to 
a nicety, apparently unawed and undisconcerted 
by the formidable presences in which they 
stood ; stumbling and drawling over the alpha- 
bet, and mangling it in the most charming 
fashion. 

It would be wearisome to rehearse the 
further proceedings. Relay after relay followed 
in progressive sequence. Then came grammar 
and geography, English and Scottish history — 
all conducted, and properly so, by Mr. M'Inlay : 
— only now and then a random shot, in the 
shape of a question, being delivered by one of 
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the examiners, and which had the effect of 
agreeably relieving monotony. Next came the 
reading of Scripture. Passages were, at the 
master's request, selected by Mr. Winton, both 
from the Old and New Testament, in order to 
show that there had been no previous cramming 
or preparation. A series of questions thereon, 
as well as of a more general character, ensued, 
evincing a creditable acquaintance with the 
facts, events, and characters of Sacred story. 
Then followed a more thorough drilling in 
what may well be called the Magna Charta 
of Scottish theology — the good old " Shorter 
Catechism." I do not suppose that any who 
read these lines are unfamiliar with what is, 
and we trust will continue to be, a household 
word and household treasure in every Scottish 
home, from the castle to the cottage. We are 
well aware that there are a few — not, certainly, 
numerically strong — who would venture to 
tamper with this precious heirloom of the 
nation's faith, if not to discard it altogether. 
We often wonder if such, judging by other 
countries and churches, have soberly calculated 
the loss incurred by the want or absence of 
some such mould, to give strength, shape, and 
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consistence to « doctrinal teaching. Certain 
angularities in this traditional Standard there 
may be, desirable to have rounded off; but 
there is always danger, even in the most 
delicate handling of the ecclesiastical or the 
theological chisel. This is not a place for 
moralising ; enough to say. Woe worth the 
day when this old silver trumpet ceases to 
sound. As for ourselves, we thank God for 
it, and for all the old Sabbath evenings when, 
at the parlour fire, and as regularly as the 
setting sun, we waded in turn through question 
and answer ; that too supplemented with the 
inevitable "proofs." The exercise may have 
been at times to restive natures a little irksome, 
and the repetition monotonous. Grant it. But 
the goodly nail was fastened in memory's sure 
place, and many of us would not be what we 
are, Scotland would not be what it is and what 
it has been, but for this succinct yet compre- 
hensive exposition of doctrine and duty, with 
its grand key-note, sustained throughout, on 
" Man's chief end." 

A friend tells the story of an Englishman, 
who, during a sojourn in the North, remarked 
in complimentary phrase, "What a wonderful 
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man this Mr. Shorter must have been to com- 
pile a treatise which had so moulded the 
religious character of a nation!" 

The allotted time for Bible and Catechism 
being exhausted, nothing remained but that 
which is by use and wont generally reserved for 
the concluding part of all school examinations 
— viz. arithmetic. The reason of such reser- 
vation is sufficiently obvious. This branch, 
being of a more lively and sensational character, 
has a tendency to revive the lagging interest 
and to counteract the drowsy effects (certainly 
in the present instance) of the increasingly 
stifling and vitiated atmosphere. Be that as it 
may, the " counting" invariably, in these times 
and localities, came in as a bit of exhilarating 
poetry after hours of continuous prose : — being, 
too, the sort of preliminary signal to all con- 
cerned, that the day's proceedings were drawing, 
as all good things do, to a close. The term 
" lively" we have used is assuredly no exagger- 
ated one. There was something awakening and 
inspiriting in the very rattle of the slates. The 
forms were left ; and an irregular ring was 
made to give breathing-room to the upstanding 
athletes ; and elbow-room, it may be added, for 
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slate and pencil. The farmers and their wives 
could, moreover, better understand and appre- 
ciate the utility of a science in which they them- 
selves were in a very small way experts. The 
farmer was and is, every now and then, brought 
in puzzling juxtaposition with cwts. and tons, and 
avoirdupois weight, acres, roods, and poles ; not 
to speak at rent-time with the more commonplace 
but more dreaded and formidable £ s. d. Whilst, 
in respect of the latter, the pounds of butter and 
baskets of eggs involve, though in a very modi- 
fied form, certain numerical calculations ; and it 
is wonderful what a zest personal experience 
gives to all movements of life, be they great or 
small. Some rounds of the multiplication table 
took precedence ; then onwards they advanced 
through the mysteries of addition, subtraction, 
multiplication, and division (simple and com- 
pound). Never have we seen this primitive 
circle of youth in a village -school, but we 
recognise in it the most artistic of studies, and 
cease to wonder it has enlisted so many clever 
pencils, from Sir David Wilkie to those of 
Webster and Mulready of later times. Even 
the best of limners, however, can, after all, only 
catch passing phases. The thing requires to be 
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seen, we may say heardy in order to be really 
understood and enjoyed. The tension of body 
reflecting that of mind in every conceivable 
grotesque attitude ; the complete absorption of 
the whole nature in the business in hand ; the 

unmusical ring of 
the pencil on the 
slates, like the pat- 
tering of hail on 
the skylight ; the 
strange physical 
freaks and contor- 
tions resorted to 
in order to assist 
and stimulate men- 
tal powers ; the 
scratching of the 
head ; the insertion 
of the slate pencil 
in the mouth ; the elevation of one limb at 
the expense of a strain on the other ; above 
all — what never has been, and we presume 
never can be, explained — a rigid seizure between 
the teeth of the protruding tongue and the 
quickening thereby of thought and action ; then 
the occasional unfair, furtive, clandestine glances 
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at a neighbour's figures, and as the sum is 
completed, the rush to pile the slates in the 
order of finish one above another — the chivalry 
we have spoken of threatening utterly to forsake 
the boys and leaving the more timid sisterhood 
to manage, to their obvious disadvantage, as 
best they can in the mdie. Such was the 
scene now transacted with undiminished dram- 
atic effect in the Schoolroom of Taxwood. Mr. 
M'Inlay, with the only grimace of the day, 
lowering his spectacles, which had been astride on 
his brow, takes up slate by slate, first scanning 
the figures and then, amidst much clatter and 
confusion, announcing the successful numbers. 
Aunt Phemie, be it interposed, was beginning 
by this time to be somewhat fidgety and 
uncomfortable — nervously uneasy about the 
interference of this rather prolonged popular 
entertainment with the stipulated hour of dinner, 
although there was nothing for it but to repress 
her anxieties. In due course, however, the 
slates were laid aside, and the whole thing con- 
cluded with a few volleys of mental arithmetic, 
like a closing exhibition of fireworks, perfectly 
bamboozling to all present (ministers included) 
except to the little pyrotechnics themselves. 
G 
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"Our time," said Mr. M*Inlay, good-naturedly, 
with his silver watch in hand, " is up ; the 
examination, my friends, is now concluded." 
It was the signal for Mr. Winton, as the presid- 
ing genius of the occasion, alike by age and 
rotation, to say a few parting words. He did 
so nearly as follows : — " It is always a great 
pleasure, Mr. M'Inlay, to myself and my breth- 
ren of the Presbytery, to be present on the 
occasion of your examination ; and I am 
happy to add, with the concurrence of those 
beside me, that to-day is no exception. It 
must be a growing satisfaction. Sir, to yourself, 
to have the training of so many boys and girls 
of promise, and who, by the appearance they 
have made to-day, seem to appreciate the 
advantages they enjoy under your efficient and, 
I must add, kindly instruction." (This double 
compliment, perfectly understood, was taken 
up with a noisy indorsement on the part of the 
scholars.) 

** My young friends, boys and girls, I now 
turn to you. The other ministers and myself 
here present, desire to tell you how much 
pleased they have been with all that you have 
done to-day. We feel sure that all of you are 
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gratefully alive to the advantages of a good 
early education. But, remember, that though 
you have assuredly an able and faithful teacher, 
that end can only be secured by diligence and 
attention and honest perseverance on your 
part." (Renewed applause.) " You Boys, when 
you go out to places in after life, it matters 
not what these may be, whether the plough, or 
the loom, or the shop, or the merchant's desk ; 
and you. Girls, when you go out to work, or 
service, or perhaps to keep houses for your- 
selves, be assured you would bitterly regret 
when it was too late, if you had idled away the 
precious days and years you are permitted to 
spend under this (I think I may call it) happy 
roof." (Further marks of appreciation.) "Be 
diligent to your various tasks and lessons, and, 
let me add, grateful to your parents for the 
opportunities they thus give you to improve 
your minds and fit you to discharge the duties 
of after life. Above all, be good boys and 
girls. I am not going to preach to you ; that 
can be better done by my dear friend, your 
pastor ; but I would just say in one word, be • 
always just, truthful, and honest ; scorning 
everything that is base, impure, deceitful, and 
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unlovely ; remembering that great Examination 
Day when we have to give in our account to 
God, and which awaits every one of us, from 
the oldest to the youngest. ^ 

" Parents and friends, a parting sentence to 
you : Be faithful to your sacred trust See 
that you aid in every way, in your own homes, 
Mr. M'Inlay's efforts here for the good of your 
children. I know he is valued by you, both as 
a man and as a teacher. Do all you can to 
strengthen his hands ; and even though it may 
require in some cases self-sacrifice, never grudge 
the years and the pains you can bestow in 
giving your children a sound and useful educa- 
tion. God bless you all !" 

. The tokens of juvenile approval had hitherto 
been tolerably suppressed ; but now was the 
signal for a more pronounced demonstration, 
in which fists, hob-nails, and human lungs, were 
called into liveliest concerted requisition. 

^ In these modern times the preamble of the Statute 1567, 
c. 1 1, regarding schools, is well worth quoting. (Are we better 
than our fathers ?) " For as meikle as by all laws and consti- 
tutions it is provided that the youth be brocht up and instructed 
in the fear of God and gude manners ; and if it be otherwise it 
is tinsel (loss) baith of their bodies and souls, gif God's word be 
not rooted in them," etc. 
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At that moment, when the hubbub, which 
Mr. M*Inlay now sought to quell, was subsiding, 
the school-door opened, and Dan appeared with 
a look of supreme urgency and importance. It 
was something confidential to Aunt Phemie ; 
but she being pinned up in the far-off comer, 
he was obliged, though attempting to deliver 
the communication with bated breath, to give 
all between the advantages of it. We need 
not rehearse the precise terms. Suffice it to 
say, they indicated that patience and temper 
in the Manse kitchen were on the point of 
exhaustion, and that he had been despatched 
with a very vigorous protest on the subject. 
Mr. Mlnlay's bronchial tubes had been under 
wonderful control till now ; but Dan and his 
message, which reached ears accustomed to 
be on the alert, proved too provocative, and a 
perfect hurricane supervened. In the midst 
of this friendly hilarity the long gathering 
dissolved like a snow-wreath. Mr. Erskine 
reconducted his clerical friends to the Manse, 
where they were joined by the Laird, the Factor, 
and of course the Schoolmaster : — ^Aunt Phemie 
having given her nephew a peremptory hint 
not to linger among his roses on the way. 
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The sequel within doors we must leave to 
the imagination. The last sight of the day, as 
the sun was setting behind the big elms, was 
Dan (his ordinary attire resumed) leading back 
the cob by its forelock, while Juno was ab- 
sorbed over a pail in the courtyard, gulping 
some of the daintiest remnants of the feast 
It may only be added that it was the social 
event of the year that the Laird most enjoyed. 
Though with no pretension to high education 
or reading himself, he was well qualified to 
relish the play of cultured intellects. There 
was at table the usual mental relaxation after 
the somewhat arduous duties — a considerable 
amount of pleasant, genial talk, intermixed 
with the sparkle of innocent repartee and 
amusing anecdote. His daughters always knew 
what their father's trite quotation would be on 
his return home : " My dears, the old story, 
* the feast of reason and the flow of soul'!" 
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CHAPTER VI. 

SOME OF THE NEIGHBOUR COTTAGERS. 




E may here interject, for 
the sake of variety, a chapter on a few of the 
lowlier villagers. 
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Did it never strike you, good Mr. Mlnlay, 
in your oftsounded praises of the Scottish "Sweet 
Auburn," that there isfrequentlya painful discrep- 
ancy between the real and the ideal ? that, in 
the garish light of day and of truth, what we have 
regarded and worshipped as poetry, not seldom 
collapses under " the higher criticism " into dull 
prose ? Such was the experience of my vener- 
able and venerated acquaintance (now no more) 
William Howitt — as recorded in that most 
readable of books — his Homes and Haunts of 
the British Poets. A personal visit to the 
veritable Auburn served to denude it in his eyes 
of any claims, either original or hereditary, to 
" sweet." 

Mr. M'Inlay's modern antitype "Sweet Tax- 
wood," as he called it (and which, being the only 
sentimental expression he ever used, may be 
forgiven him), we are bound to aver, and that 
very deliberately, could, and does, still stand the 
test We have already, in a small way, at the 
outset of these papers, spoken of its simple and 
rural surroundings. We must now add that 
these were only in harmony with some rare and 
exceptional bits of that oft-rhaligned thing, 
humanity and human nature. One feature was 
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specially notable in the earlier years of Mr. 
Erskine's ministry — the number of aged people ; 
the preponderance of these being aged women, 
who tenanted cottages as venerable and pictur- 
esque as themselves. " What- a fine set of old 
bodies, to be sure, we have ! " was a sort of 
stereotyped phrase of Aunt Phemie's : though 
it really, only in a simple way, described the 
sober truth. She, however, on one occasion 
went a little beyond the bounds of sobriety 
when, dilating on the same subject, she ventured 
to add most gravely, " We entertain angels 
unawares!" "AuntPhemie and her angels" 
never ceased to be a subject of good-natured 
banter within the Manse walls. Poor things ! 
with their coarse blue serges, wizened hands, 
and furrowed wrinkled cheeks, they looked most 
of them terrestrial enough, and needed in no 
audible way to disown the well-meant compli- 
ment. 

But let us take the path across the Village 
green, to the little rustic rendezvous^ distinctively 
and favourably known to the primitive com- 
munity as ''the Shop." Those familiar with 
villages and hamlets will understand precisely, 
without description, what this was and meant. 
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It was simply a thatched cottage with the 
tiniest of windows ; but into that window every- 
thing was compressed that was compressible ; 
designed to indicate the multifarious transactions 
that took place within. There were tins of 
biscuit, and glass cases of sweetmeats — with a 
buzz of flies round them all the summer long 
(and any surviving flies were sure to be found 
there at the close of the year). There were 
rows of pins and balls of twine ; lead pencils 
and goosequills, before the world was served 
heir to the steel pen ; red, blue, and yellow 
wafers, when the now universal envelope was an 
unborn boon. Then, in the centre, was the 
black postal letter-box with its own white- 
lettered designation (alphabet all awry) ; and, 
surmounting the whole, the name of the vendor 
and post-mistress. A worthy and lovable old 
official she was — the soul of honour and affa- 
bility — ever ready to mingle good-natured 
gossip with the disposal of her goods, and sure 
to have the last bit of reliable or unreliable 
parish news. In a word, the shop occupied in 
those days very much the place which the 
" Penny Daily " now does, before telegraphic 
wires made the outer world (both city and 
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village) so exacting. Enter this tiny place of 
commerce and you will be almost sure to en- 
counter a thin, scrank, wiry, — but in his way a 
stately, or at least erect man. The chances 
are that he will be seated on the top of a dis- 
carded barrel, purposely selected so as not to 
impede the way of traffic. He was Nelly's (the 
aforesaid post -mistress) only brother, an old 
soldier, who rejoiced in the complimentary title 
of " the Corporal." He is deprived of one eye ; 
whether an honourable scar, or, as some surmised, 
the result of an early domestic feud, was never 
revealed or ascertained. He was the authority 
of course on all martial matters, when these 
were ventilated. His glib tongue was always 
sure to respond when a bait was thrown out to 
him — although the general feeling and experi- 
ence was that he proceeded too rigidly on the 
principle that a good tale is not the worse of 
being twice told. An old Peninsular, like the 
Laird, the culminating and oft-rendered theme 
was the disastrous Corunna retreat, when for 
days he had nothing but honey to eat ; — ^which 
incident made him claim at his sister's hand 
the one favour, that that condiment should not 
be included in her stock of merchandise, any 
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whiff of the same being suggestive of nauseous 
reminiscences. Odours, in all conscience, there 
were in that village store, enough to render it 
independent of any such small exception. A 
singular, indescribable combination was produced 
from tea and candles (moulds and dips), sugar 
and oil, rice and soap, bottles of blacking and 
pots of whiting ; relays of shoes and boots for 
the field, felt slippers for the fireside, and green 
cotton umbrellas as defences from a capricious 
climate. The Corporal was proud of his sister's 
varied accumulations and investments ; but he 
himself never interfered with the shop trans- 
actions. The monotony of his life was varied 
now and then by lighting his pipe and having a 
formal promenade up and down in front, re- 
calling forcibly the sentry-life of former days. 
He knew precisely what hour he might expect 
Miss Effie and Juno to come across for the 
posting of the day's correspondence, and there 
never failed to be a respectful exchange of 
civilities. 

There was one other focus of interest in the 
Village, which divided the importance of the 
shop. Crossing the bridge and diving through 
a winding avenue of patriarchal elms, " the 
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Smithy " was reached. There seldom failed to 
be a cluster of parishioners here: — among these, 
" halflins," with horses that had dropped a shoe, 
or requiring to be entirely re-shod ; the animals 
themselves, secured by a ring in the door, 
standing pictures of patience, but with evident 
enjoyment also, in their own sleepy way, of this 
periodical relaxation from their existence of toil. 
A farmer or two were, as often as not, found 
discussing the markets or amicably arranging 
some barter or bargain. The Laird would 
himself at times make a little detour to have a 
chance interchange of sentiments at the Smithy 
yard ; and the Minister always calculated, if he 
gave way to the magnetic influence, on having 
to surrender ten minutes of his time. To and 
from school, we need hardly add, it was the 
most irresistible of all fascinations for the boys 
to gather round the same entry, gazing at the 
mysteries within — the dark cavernous place 
itself — the roaring fire operated upon by the 
monster bellows, and the merry sparks flying 
fast and thick each time the forge was smitten 
by ponderous hammer and brawny arm. The 
best thing, however, about the Smithy was the 
Smith himself. I can see him this day as dis- 
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tinctly as (well, I shall not say how long ago) 
— with the beaded drops on his sallow but 
benign face. A rarely -gifted man was this 
same son of Vulcan. I do not mean gifted by 
education, for that he was not ; but he was one 
of those not unfrequently found in humble life 
in Scotland, whose instinctive cleverness was 
nothing short of genius ; — this supplemented 
by honesty, sobriety, and plodding perseverance. 
Many a mechanical invention of James Morton 
might have claimed and secured a patent He 
left, after many years of industry, for a distant 
home, and, for aught I know, he may be there 
now. Should it so happen that these pages 
have a transatlantic existence, and be read with 
transatlantic spectacles, I should be well pleased 
were he to know that one who used to stand at 
times by his Smithy door, and with childish 
delight watch the aforesaid sparks, remembers 
him still with a silent benediction. 

Let us now take this tree-embowered road 
at right angles, and pursue it till we come to a 
tidy row of cottages. We can hardly go wrong 
in entering any one of them ; for, despite of 
variety of character and idiosyncrasies, these 
inmates, perhaps with one exception, are all 
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interesting, and not a few might be termed 
beautiful specimens of old age in its Christian 
saintliness. I repeat "its Christian saintliness," 
for no other expression would be accurate as 
describing these Annas and Elizabeths of a 
modem century. 

But here is a peculiar type, one very unique 
in its way; — a rugged gnarled old oak, who has 
grappled with many a storm, and seems to have 
no possible intention of succumbing to the 
hurricane. I can hardly fail in describing her, 
for, in no mere figure of speech, her portrait 
hangs before me on my own wall whilst I write 
these lines. It forms the one given in our 
initial woodcut, and I can readily supplement 
from memory what is not included in the picture. 
Yes, there she is, in her own smoky little room, 
cowering over her smouldering fire, and which, 
despising the artifices of poker and tongs, she 
is gathering together with her twisted fingers. 
She has on a faded green shawl or tippet of 
McGregor tartan, with the picturesque " subach," 
— perhaps all the more picturesque that its tone 
was in harmony with the surroundings. She 
has an almost ugly face, not altogether beard- 
less, which latter feature was also quite in keep- 
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ing with her masculine nature. But a small, 
keen, ferrety, laughing eye redeems all ; and, 
though in other respects the reception at first is 
not hearty, the gleam I have just spoken of is 
very reassuring, and as the visit progresses she 
develops quite into vivacity. Perhaps of all the 
Villagers she was the one who had retained 
most thoroughly the pure vernacular of that part 
of Scotland. Many of her words and sayings 
were on that account memorable, and many 
more, truth to tell, demanded an interpreter. I 
can have room but for one such illustrative 
reminiscence taken at random. The word 
" vkiousl' as most of my readers know, has not 
a very attractive or savoury meaning generally 
attached to it. We should say, very much the 
reverse. But in these regions it had rather a 
creditable, if not distinguishing and compli- 
mentary significance, indicating, indeed, energy, 
enthusiasm, and power. Meggy was speaking 
to me on one occasion, over her fire, of a famous 
clergyman of her younger days, and who subse- 
quently was advanced to one of the few rare 
posts of ecclesiastical dignity. She was dilating 
on his ministerial gifts, and particularly on his 
memorable appearances when wont to come 
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from his adjoining parish to occupy the pulpit 
of Taxwood. The description, graphic through- 
out, was wound up as follows : — **And he was 
vicious at a' times, but espaicially at the 
Saacraments." ^ 

We must, however, pass on. It is another 
and also very pronounced character who now 
claims our notice, and, I may well add, respect. 
Yes, worthy Jean (and some who read these 
lines will at once recognise the identity), despite 
of your physical infirmities your name will live, 
as it is doubtless living now, in a better saint's 
calendar than mine. Jean's sore infirmity was 
her deafness, a deafness so unqualified, as to 
defy all effort of lung and voice on the part of 
those who crossed her threshold. It is only a 
platitude to say, that of course one of the effects 
of this sore privation (but of which she herself 
was profoundly unconscious) was to render her 
innocent of all sounds ; so that in going to visit 
her, in the wealth of delight in her bestowment 
of welcome, she used to pitch chairs and stools 
in the most vehement fashion, regardless of noise, 

^ A clerical friend, who listened along with me to this com- 
plimentary testimony borne to a distinguished relative of his 
own, will be able to attest the narrative. 
H 
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for the accommodation of her visitors. Her 
infirmity had a more remarkable outcome still. 
She was, if ever there was in the world, a child 
of prayer. Her lonely hours in the day, her 
long hours in the night watches, were relieved 
and gladdened with the most fervent devotions. 
But in these she became so loud, with a similar 
self-unconsciousness, that her neighbours heard 
every word she uttered — this the more easily, 
considering the very superficial partitions which 
separated the tiny rooms in that cottage row. 
Then, worthy old soul, she was so circumstantial 
in all her utterances. Never a day passed but 
there was a prayer for the Minister by name 
and for each member of the Manse. All her 
blessings, or imagined blessings, were turned 
into matters of thankfulness and thanksgiving. 
No benefaction, however small, escaped recog- 
nition ; and she had, moreover, a way of ex- 
pressing her gratitude by repetition of every 
mercy acknowledged : — " Lord ! the Minister 
gae me half-a-crune ; he gae me half-a-crune." 
" Bless the Laird. Bless him in his basket and 
in his store : ay, in his basket and in his store." 
" And bless Jamie : bring Jamie a' richt, bring 
Jamie a' richt ;" — a petition which implied too 
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plainly that Jamie, her near neighbour, had 
been and still was habitually guilty of some 
deflections from the paths of sobriety and virtue. 

Some months after the above was written — 
when accidently turning over the pages of an 
old note book, for a different purpose altogether, 
I was interested on coming on the following 
characteristic saying of Jean's, which I had 
deemed worthy of recording at the time. It 
will explain itself. " The auld men wept at 
Solomon's dedication o' the Temple, Why ? 
because their Warrior had been dead forty years: 
— their Warrior had been dead forty years. Now 
Tm in sight o' the Temple o' the New Jerusalem 
But my Warrior still lives : aye, my Warrior 
still lives!" 

I think, if I mistake not, it must have been 
on the occasion of our last call (there were 
several of us), that, by way of varying her loud 
soliloquies, Jean dragged down from its shelf 
a ponderous tome of the Pilgrim's Progress — 
what she called "John Bingen." It was pre- 
cipitated in the same loud and energetic fashion 
on her table. The contented old body read, 
with a gusto not to be forgotten, the following 
from her favourite, in his description of the 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



lOO THE PARISH OF TAXWOOD. 

Valley of Humiliation. We " stood," in accord- 
ance with Mr. Greatheart's request in the 
depicted scene and "hearkened": — 

" He that is down, needs fear no fall : 
He that is low no pride : 
He that is humble, ever shall 
Have God to be his Guide. 

I am content with what I have, 

Little be it or much ; 
And, Lord, contentment still I crave. 

Because Thou savest such." 

We shall omit the next cottage, standing 
apart, for there is nothing attractive either about 
it or its inmate. She was one occasionally, 
perhaps frequently, met with in this many-sided 
world, no worse off than her neighbours, if 
anything better, as she had one surviving 
daughter at service who was in the habit now 
and then of supplementing her comforts. But 
she was a typical representative of those narrow, 
soured, heartless, soulless folks, endowed with a 
chronic peevishness, indulging herself and others 
in what are known as ** Jeremiads." If Bunyan 
had lived at Taxwood instead of Elstow, and 
enrolled her as one of his allegorical citizens, 
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he would have made her dwelling in " Fretting 
Lane." Her music, if ever such a thing could 
be imputed to her, was always in the minor 
key. Everything was wrong with her. She 
put up shutters on the bright world around her, 
and turned all into darkness ; constantly climb- 
ing " Hill Difficulties," with not so much as one 
arbour on them. "A puir, gimin', whingin' 
gruesome bodie," was her nearest neighbour's 
summary of character. In a word, very innocent 
and ignorant was she, of all included in Keats's 
celebrated line — 

" A thing of beauty is a joy for ever." 

" Eh, woman !" was the only remonstrance on 
which another more patient and forbearing 
villager once ventured, " eh, woman, how are ye 
no' like the bit bumie wimplin' at your garden 
fit? It ne'er turns its head and mums. It 
just gangs on, singin, singin, amang the birks ; 
and so should yee. But that ye dinna, and 
winna." It was a duty, at times, to look in 
upon the lonely thing, but a mighty relief and 
escape when the duty was fulfilled, and she was 
left to resume her cutty-pipe and monotone. 
We have come now to a very different abode. 
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with two very different inmates. I do not 
attempt, Nanny and Jenny, to disguise your 
names. You have been for many a year 
sleeping with your fathers, and if any be spared 
to recall you, it will only be with deepest 
interest The cottage was very tumbledown in 
appearance, but it was built of great unhewn, 

unequal, and uneven 
boulders, as if war- 
ranted to defy a cen- 
tury to come. The 
floor was clay, and 
the furniture sparse 
and fragile, but every- 
thing was scrupu- 
lously clean from 
door to inglenook. 
Jenny, though the 
younger, was by far 
the more picturesque of the two ; and, as in 
another instance just recorded, I am not likely 
to be betrayed into error, as her features have 
been perpetuated by chalk and crayon, and 
greet me every day of my life.^ Yes, there 

1 In the case of both heads, some doubtless still survive 
who can recognise their scrupulous accuracy. 
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she is, unmistakably — the broad nose, the dis- 
tended nostril, the eye which in benignity and 
kindness I never saw surpassed. I think I see 
her now, with her neck awry, on the lowest step 
of the pulpit stair, drinking in the message that 
was food and strength to her all the week 
through. Of a group of very remarkable aged 
women she was facile princeps, A critic at 
times in her own very deferential, yet unsparing 
way. What a clearing up there used to be of 
the Sunday's sermon with the Minister — most 
frequently to his gratification, but on other 
occasions relegating him to his commentaries 
and authorities ! Jenny's criticisms even ex- 
tended to the external and unspiritual accom- 
paniments of voice and gesture. Since these 
papers were originally in print, a friend at a 
distance, who had read them, and whose impres- 
sions of Jenny from one meeting have survived 
thirty-seven years, writes, .recalling a Monday 
morning, when the stricture was made in her 
own impressive way on the previous day's 
sermon — (suiting the action to the word) — " It 
would hae been muckle better, sir, wi' mair o' 
the forefingur." How often and how tenderly 
also, these two worthy souls were wont to dilate 
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on the one great trial and bereavement of their 
life, the death of an only brother ! I am not 
ashamed to think, how often since, I have 
rehearsed into the ear of bereavement one touch 
of theirs of most veritable poetry, as they 
described in their own homely way how the 
world from that moment was utterly changed 
to them. " The first time," said Jenny, ** that I 
cam' out o' my cottage door, I thocht the grass 
was nae langer green, the sky nae langer blue, 
and the sun nae langer gowd. I thocht a' about 
me was the colour o' ashes." Ah ! that was 
a true chord from Nature's iEolian harp, old 
unconscious minstrel ! How many have felt 
the same, though they never put it in such 
simple words ! 

I presume all poets are by nature fervid, 
impulsive, nervously excitable. Poet or no 
poet, Jenny was no exception, and did not 
always combine the suaviter in modo with the 
fortiter in re, I shall sum up these passing 
allusions with a very characteristic scene ; 
although, good Reader, all these incidents would 
require to have been seen^ and are poorly ren- 
dered by verbal repetition. One day Jenny was 
appalled — thunderstruck — with the announce- 
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ment that a patron of the Kirk had been 
tampering with her Minister ; and, in one word, 
that the latter was about to leave for another 
distant sphere of labour. The surmise of such 
a calamity at first was utterly beyond the bounds 
of credibility. She could no more in thought 
dissever Mr. Erskine from Taxwood than she 
could the sun from the solar system. But the 
rumour grew ; and as the result of a personal 
round of inquiries the fact seemed to be only 
too painfully substantiated. However sore the 
provocation, it was a sad pass to find Jenny 
(yes, no other word can describe it) enraged at 
her pastor ; and tenfold more so at the Patron 
who had tried, or was trying, to swerve him 
from his allegiance to his flock, and whom she 
regarded and spoke of in the light of a modern 
Ahithophel. Pent-up human nature must be 
relieved. Oh ! Jenny, Jenny ! can that day 
ever be forgotten^ when on the other side of the 
village green I saw you plying, in very defiant 
mood, your bare, withered arm, every muscle 
distended for the occasion — the Minister stand- 
ing contemplating at his gate, and you scream- 
ing across so that all within reach might hear, 
and specially the clerical culprit himself — his 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



I06 THE PARISH OF TAXWOOD. 

tempter (I mean the Patron) coming in duly for 
his share in the malediction ; — " May the coun- 
sels of Aheethophil be timed into fulHshness!" 
The Writer may well further include, in these 
few selections of Villagers, one who had to him an 
interest entirely by itself. Very many years ago 
he thought her life-story quite worthy of separate 
record, and embodied it in a little tract called 
The Solitary. Her interest in spiritual things 
commenced at the early age of seven, and 
deepened into ** the perfect day;" she used often 
to dwell on what she owed to the teachings and 
prayers of a worthy schoolmistress, the latter 
foster-mother to Mr. M*Ewan, the well-known 
writer on the Types. At the age of eighty- 
seven she was called to her rest. On the last 
Sunday of her life, he remembers well her 
pleading, though with faltering voice, for a 
blessing on the neighbouring ministers, whom 
she mentioned by name. Her last word was, 
" O for the clear light of faith ! " With the 
change of a single word, and alternating the 
** needle" with the more familiar spinning wheel, 
the lines of a gifted authoress help to give our 
venerated friend's portrait in the later years of 
her life : — 
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" Here in the doorway framed in shifting shade, 
The aged saintly mother cahnly sits ; 
While round her brows the mellow light hath made 
A glory as she knits. 

" Swift glide her glancing needles to and fro, 
Her ball of yarn moves softly at her feet ; 
Her cheeks are pale, her locks are white as snow. 
Her eyes are strangely sweet." 

Sarah Doudney, 

It may be of interest to add, that had this 
aged woman survived a few years, she would 
have become possessed of an immense fortune 
left by a relative in America, who died intes- 
tate, and to whom she was nearest heir. She 
had a nobler inheritance in reversion. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE SCEPTIC. 




Johnnie, Johnnie! 
you little bodie, 
coiled up in your 
bed like a cater- 
pillar in its chry- 
salis shell, with 
what mingled feel- 
ings do I greet you 
in these records 
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snatched from the waste of memory ! Well, 
poor fellow, you had a hard life of it, and a 
lonely one ; with all your grievous faults, your 
vanity and ignorance, I have a kindly recollec- 
tion of you, and a kindly word for you. If you 
never went to Church, and thought much fool- 
ish thought and talked much foolish talk, so 
much the worse for you, as you came at last, 
somewhat hesitatingly, to own on your death- 
bed. If you and I have done no more, we 
have had many a friendly crack together, it 
is to be hoped thawing prejudice and brush- 
ing aside mental cobwebs, though I fear these 
latter were only too persistently weaved again ; 
perhaps, what is better, my occasional inter- 
views helped to pave the * way for visits more 
likely to do you good than mine. 

Johnnie Chapman was a unique specimen of 
his class. His calling, in younger and better 
days, had been of the most diverse and nonde- 
script character. In the west end of the parish 
he might in his small way be. regarded as the 
rival or complement of the village- shop in the 
east, in so far at least as he was -the conveyer 
of many lowlier mercantile commodities to the 
residents in that quarter. He wa*s .proprietor 
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of a small Cart and white " Shalt" The Cart 
and its living locomotive power were in harmony. 
What would have been unkempt locks in the 
human being, had in the white Shalt a counter- 
part in shaggy mane, shaggy tail (or what tail 
there was), and shaggy feet, as innocent of 
comb and grooming as the Cart was of aquatic 
lustration. The latter had a great mission, not 
only in that outlying portion of the parish but 
in surrounding districts. It was used, too, for 
the most multifarious purposes. Its normal 
employment and vocation was in the sale of 
pots and pans, and crockery of all kinds, plain 
and ornamental. Amid the cottages and home- 
steads, indeed, where family cares rendered 
a personal marketing difficult or impossible, 
Johnnie's advent was a real boon. He was, 
moreover, very accommodating to the require- 
ments of his constituents. At seasons of the 
year when the pan, goblet, and crockery trade 
was slack and at a discount, he was utilised 
thankfully for coal and wood carting, specially 
towards the end of the year, when the approach 
of winter recalled the claims of the ingle-nook. 
These manifold and distant journeys entailed, 
not unfrequently, absence from his own home 
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till a late hour of the night, sometimes till 
early morning. It was on one of these occa- 
sions, we need not chronicle when, that, probably 
owing to a hazardous custom of antedating his 
night's rest, coupled with the erratic propensities 
of the nag, he tumbled from the top of the 
half-laden Cart, and, falling under the wheel, 
broke his leg. He had already bidden fare- 
well, by a considerable way, to threescore years, 
so that with his hard life and his irreparably 
injured limb — first, Shalt and Cart had to 
be surrendered for a very modest commercial 
value, and then the old cripple was himself 
relegated for the remainder of his days to his 
four-poster. With the Scottish feeling of inde- 
pendence and thrift we have already lauded 
in a former chapter, he lived for a time on 
the eking out of his little savings ; his bank 
and " till " being an old stocking shoved under 
the upper end of his mattress. But he could 
not battle on with impossibilities ; so, much 
against his will, he had in course of time to 
' surrender, and become dependent on the poor's 
box — which, with a dash of wounded pride, he 
called " the Hester's bawbees." He was more 
sensible of, and grateful for, other equally- 
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needed and timely aid, seldom among the 
rural Scottish poor withheld, the kindness and 
helpful sympathy of his neighbours. 

How Johnnie came to imbibe atheistical 
views and their usual accompaniment, a wild 
social and democratic creed, I cannot explain 
to my readers. I sometimes Avondered if he 
could do so himself. Of his parentage and 
home-training I am ignorant But he had 
enjoyed the educational benefit of Mr. M*In- 
lay's predecessor at the parish school ; where, 
in respect of the religious element, his mind 
had been, to say no more, well stored with 
Scripture passages, and very specially, as was 
the use and wont in those days, with the metre 
Psalms and Paraphrases. 

The surroundings of his cottage and its 
" clachan " were about the loveliest in the 
parish. One would have thought, independent 
of the kindly human influences brought to 
bear upon him, that these pages of the Great 
Lesson -book constantly unfolded, of hill and 
wood and stream, would not have been without 
their power to inspire with other and better 
thoughts. Moreover, that in his nightly pil- 
grimages he could not have listened so habit- 
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ually in vain to silent voices, in the familiar 

words taught him in his boyhood, — 

" For ever singing as they shine, 
The hand that made us is divine." 

But SO it was; he had lapsed into unbelief; 
and what was worse, despite of profundities of 
ignorance, he was rather proud of airing his 
fantasies and speculations to all and sundry, it 
mattered not who they were, that ventured 
within his door. 

It was always with serene confidence in 
himself that he enunciated his vagaries. His 
clasped hands and sarcastic smile indicated 
the proud consciousness that he was right, 
and universal Taxwood wrong, — "Athanasius 
contra mundum." He commiserated, or affected 
to commiserate, all who did not share his cold 
and crude negations. He lay in a sort of 
chronic condition on his back with the afore- 
said clasped fingers, and his rotund expression- 
less eyes fixed on the roof or on vacancy. It 
was, I confess, a ridiculous comparison, but I 
had been familiar for long with a bust of 
Socrates, and Johnnie's features reminded me 
in an absurd way of the Athenian, recumbent. 
He was innocent of furniture. A few empty 
I 
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tea-boxes rescued from the wrecks of his com" 
misariat days, — memorial relics of Cart and 
Shalt, were extemporised in a combined fashion 
into seats, table, and wardrobe. A few tattered 
books, alas ! the discredited Bible among them, 
were piled on the floor. The one only 
really conspicuous object in the room was a 
somewhat pretentious eight -day clock, which 
had a proud legend associated with it, as being 
a gift once on a time from the surrounding 
householders, in acknowledgment of Johnnie's 
professional services. It was the companion 
of many a lonely hour, — voted rather loud 
and monotonous by every one save himself. 
Yes, but if we come back to the point with 
which we started, and you repeat the question 
how a man of such insignificant mould, mental 
as well as physical, came to espouse views 
in rank hostility to all around him, I fear 
his kindest neighbour Jean's closing verdict 
lets us very much into the secret : — *^ Johnnie's 
a fine buddie, and a canny buddie, and a douce 
buddie, and a weel-doin buddie, but he's as fou 
o' conceit as an egg's fou o' meat" 

Johnnie was never " fou " in any more dis- 
creditable sense of the term ; this I think I can 
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vouch for ; and I record it to his advantage, as, 
from his calling, the rites of hospitality were 
doubtless frequently proffered, and sometimes 
obtrusively pressed. I must say more, in 
corroboration of Jean's estimate. Under the 
manifold shifts and evasions of the same calling, 
he might have been tempted at times to turn a 
dishonest penny. I believe he was most 
sensitively and scrupulously honest in all his 
transactions. Only once had he ever owned to 
a deflection from the path of integrity in some 
small appropriation from a cart of coals (to 
replenish his own "bunker") on its way to a 
farm-house. But even in the case of an 
avowed infidel and atheist 

" Conscience does make cowards of us all," 

for, after some months muffling the uncomfort- 
able secret, the fault was freely confessed and 
as readily condoned. 

Naturally this compromising incident was 
not a topic that allowed of any allusion. But I 
sometimes thought I would have liked to talk 
over the philosophy of the subject with my 
bedridden friend. What, if there were no God 
and no Future, no Heaven and no Hell — what 
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that little outraged monitor was within, that so 
grappled with him, made him restless and ill-at- 
ease, and would not permit the act of pilfering 
to go unacknowledged ; this, too, when by no 
human possibility could it ever be discovered, for 
it was never suspected till he made the voluntary 
confession ? I might have been tempted further 
to say to him in this imaginary appeal — 

" My friend, does not this indefinable some- 
thing within you seem to speak, not only of 
right and wrong, but of a Personal God?" 
Ay, I would have gone farther: "Does not 
this accusing voice speak of a Hereafter ; and 
in connection with that hereafter, of your per- 
sonal responsibility as a wrong-doer? In a word, 
that you are under a righteous law, and the right- 
eous law implies a righteous Law-giver — * Verily 
there is a God that judgeth the earth/ " 

But these Taxwood memories afford no 
space for pulpit moralisings and hypothetical 
interviews. Let me in all brevity record a 
specimen visit. It was so characteristic, that 
at this distance of time (without indicating the 
exact lapse of years) the whole scene comes 
vividly before me and often does. 

"Well, Johnnie, how goes it with you 
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to-day?" and let me just record, in passing, 
with a small personal blush of modesty, that 
by the testimony of his neighbours I was 
tabulated by Johnnie as "a fell man that." 
(Perhaps indebted for this favourable estimate 
to the circumstance of my invariably listening 
with all the patience and equanimity I could 
command, to his small egotisms and very big 
absurdities.) 

" Well," said he in reply, " a puzzler, sir, I 
have for you now." He had evidently been 
keeping his powder dry for the first available 
opportunity. That occasion had come. " It 
is in your own Psalm-book, sir, Psalm xxiv. 2," 
giving me at once chapter and verse, and of 
course in the metre version — 

" For the foundations thereof 
He on the seas did lay." 

" How could the earth's foundation, sir, be laid 
upon the seas ? I want you to tell nie how sic 
a thing as that could be said, in what you call 
the Word o' God." 

He said no more. He made quite sure of 
the physical impossibility, and the consequent 
error on the part of an Inspired writer. He 
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gave a few significant winks, folded his hands 
complacently in the accustomed attitude, as if to 
say, " There is a poser and clencher for you at 
last"! 

He waited my reply. 

What could I say? How could I manage 
to convey to that little illiterate rotundity before 
me what a child in the Sunday School would 
understand and appreciate, that the greatest 
and the grandest of inspired Penmen have used 
the same license (if I may employ such a term), 
which secular poets are in the habit of doing ; 
conveying their noblest conceptions in poetic 
dress, and with poetic hyperbole ? I did my 
best (which I need not here retail) to reconcile 
prose and poetry, literalism and symbolism, 
winding up by saying, " I wonder, Johnnie, you 
are content with that one passage as a puzzler 
to me. I wonder you did not quote from 
another of our beautiful Psalms, the 19th, 
about the Sun * coming out of his chamber and 
rejoicing as a strong man to run a race : his 

^ It occurred to me since, it would have been to him the 
assertion of a yet more startling violation of the laws of truth 
and of nature, had he discovered, which he had not, the kindred 
verse in Habakkuk regarding the same **deep," that "he lifted 
up his hands on high." Hab. iii. lo. 
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going forth from the end of the heaven, and his 
circuit unto the ends of it* Or that othen 
' From the rising of the sun to the going down 
of the same, the Lord's name shall be praised.'" 
Johnnie did not see the point, and the reason 
was obvious. He was not only ignorant of the 
Copemican theory ; but I believe he would have 
resisted it as contrary to the plain evidence 
of his senses. The man would have been a 
discredit to humanity in Johnnie's estimation, 
whether calling himself Psalmist or Philospher, 
who would dream of anything else than the 
earth standing still and the sun moving round 
it. Had he not plainly seen this every day 
throughout his active life.? had not the con- 
stantly-moving sun been all he had for many 
a long year in lieu of watch } It is more than 
probable that his memory had retained two 
lines of Dr. Watts' at the end of the old spelling- 
book, and this authority of his boyhood would 
be unimpeachable — 

"He never tires nor stops to rest 
But round the world he shines." 

As is not seldom the case with similar natures, 
there was a strange conservatism, — a dislike of 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



I20 THE PARISH OF TAXWOOD. 

what he called "new-fangled things," which 
mingled with all his radicalism. I have often 
wondered what Johnnie would have thought of 
Darwin and Darwinianism, the doctrine of evolu- 
tion and the ape-theory. If accepted, he would 
doubtless deem "the Shalt" and of course 
himself, two signal examples of "the survival 
of the fittest." My strong impression, however, 
is, that, adopting one of his favourite expres- 
sions, he would have denounced the whole as 
" clean havers." The very idea of " the Shalt" 
being the lineal descendant of certain specks of 
" animated jelly," would have been a shock and 
insult to the commonplace philosophy of its 
owner. 

I forget whether we pursued further the con- 
versation above sketched from memory. But I 
broke off with an allusion to the most natural 
subject and object which had obtrusively 
suggested itself. 

" YouVe rather a noisy companion in that 
Clock of yours, Johnnie," pointing to the 
persistent disturber of our talk, and thinking 
that I might appropriately, before leaving, take 
up the most common of all illustrations in 
natural theology. "Now tell me, my good 
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friend, and don't blink the question, but tell me 
honestly. Did that Clock make itself? Did all 
its wheels and cogs, its hour-hand and minute- 
hand and pendulum, and striking hammer, take 
it into their heads obligingly one day to come 
together for your special benefit? Do you 
refuse to admit any idea of contrivance, skill, 
thought : In a word, the wonderful design of 
' Some Designer*?" 

He was too adroit not to see the direction in 
which I was drifting, for some friend had given 
him Paley to read, and the familiar opening 
illustration had not escaped him if all else had. 
He simply folded his hands and was silent. 
Bats in their dark holes don't like generally the 
admission of sunlight. 

"Johnnie," said I very laconically, as I had 
my hand on the door about to depart ; " a Clock, 
a Clock-maker ; a World, a World-maker." 

It was now as on other occasions : — I can- 
not say that any poor words or argument of 
mine made the least visible impression. The 
hands were only refolded in the old reverential 
fashion ; the globular eyes, or their yellow 
whites, resting on the pine rafters, equivalent 
to saying, " Thank you, sir, for your visit and 
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for all your good intentions, but I am left in 
possession of the field." 

It is no derogation from my really kindly 
thoughts of Johnnie and my interest in him, 
but, forgive me, good reader, for adding, that 
sometimes in my old age, in a distant scene from 
Johnnie's hamlet, and using a less congenial 
ritual^ I am irresistibly tempted to think of him 
when I read or chant the opening words of a 
Psalm, as these are rendered in the version of 
the English Prayer-Book, "The foolish body 
hath said in his heart. There is no God." 

I cannot say — ^who can dare presumptuously 
to venture, in such cases, on any positive aver- 
ment ? but with the many kindly human, and 
higher than human influences that gathered 
round the lonely home and pillow — these taken 
in connection with some hesitating avowals 
already indicated, — may we not at all events 
cherish "the larger hope" that, when the 
Supreme hour at last came, he was able for 
himself to lay a foundation on surer than the 
unstable sea, and cling to the solid RoCK ? 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



SOME PASTORAL 
VISITS. 



BEAUTIFUL criSp 

October forenoon 
found Mr. Erskine 
setting out on one of 
his annual ministe- 
rial visits. 

No period of the year in Scotland is more 
charming than this, when the fields are clear of 
their harvest treasure and the whirr of the 
threshing mill is already heard in the farmyards 
when other work is suspended. The woods 
have begun to take on their autumn tints ; the 
beech, oak, and horse-chestnut with their varied 
hues ; the ever-graceful birch — seen nowhere 
to such perfection — is beginning to hang its 
golden tresses ; and these so lovely, that we 
are unwilling to think of them as the signs and 
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auguries of decay. Then, not only as a rule is 
the weather finer and less precarious, but when 
fine, what sky from morn to dewy eve is to be 
compared with an autumn one ? The minister, 
in returning home from these pleasant and con- 
genial duties, not unfrequently tired and weary, 
could not resist, on every tempting opportunity, 
pausing to gaze on the piles of golden cloud as 
the sun went down behind the western hills ; 
at times inwardly repeating to himself the lines 
of Akenside, whose truthfulness had made them 
favourites long, before he had set them in their 
rural frame : — 

" Ask the swain, 
Who journeys homeward from his summer day's 
Long labour ; why, forgetful of his toils 
And due repose, he loiters to behold 
The sunset gleaming from the amber clouds 
O'er all the western sky. Full well I ween 
His rude expression and untutored air 
Beyond the power of language to unfold. 
The forms of beauty smiling at his heart." 

The Clergyman's pastoral visiting is, or was, 
a thing unique in its kind, at all events, in the 
Scotland of half a century ago. The formal 
intimation was made at the close of the Sunday 
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service as to the farmhouses, cottages, or 
hamlets, as might be, to be thus overtaken on 
special days. These occasions, it need hardly 
be said, led to a small, in some cases to a rather 
large and exciting buzz of preparation. The 
visits themselves are, we believe, still as periodi- 
cally performed as ever, although somewhat 
altered, or at all events modified in their 
character. We are not sure but the modifica- 
tion is in every way an improvement. The 
Minister's advent in these olden times was often, 
or shall we say occasionally, associated with 
anything but pleasurable emotions. For a 
" catechising" — and sometimes a very rigid and 
sifting one, formed a rather formidable accom- 
paniment : — servants (ploughmen and lasses), 
boys and girls, — and the writer has known a 
few instances of masters and mistresses, sub- 
mitting willingly or unwillingly to the ordeal. 
I have just said that the laudable custom has 
been happily and judiciously modified ; for why 
should the good man's friendly advent, carrying 
heart-cheer with it, as it always ought to do, 
be compromised by preceding days of mental 
punishment and portentous vision, fearing a 
break-down in one of the " required" or " for- 
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bidden ;" necessitating of course at times a 
pastoral shake of the head, sometimes, as we 
have witnessed, a rather stem reproof? Mr. 
Erskine pursued a happy medium. He thought 
it well not altogether to discard the salutary 
custom, but it was ever performed with genuine 
kindness, discretion, and sympathy. His pre- 
ferences were (taking the case of a farmhouse) 
to meet first the heads of it in a friendly way ; 
interesting himself and even refreshing his 
visiting -book by recording all about children 
and servants ; giving advice and counsel when 
needed. Then the dependants, male and female, 
were welcomed with a friendly greeting in the 
parlour ; or, if more room for them, in the 
kitchen. After reading a few verses of sacred 
Scripture, a homely familiar address followed, in 
which he suited himself to the capacity of the 
youngest and most ignorant present, and con- 
cluded with a prayer and blessing. I am not 
sure whether the children were not made all the 
richer through Miss Effie utilising the back 
pockets of her brother's coat for conveying 
some attractive little books, and also some tracts 
for the adult servants. 

Perhaps I may here observe, in passing, 
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that the Minister of Taxwood was scrupulously 
fastidious in selecting hours, and more especially 
months, most suitable for these visits, so as 
least to interfere with the duties and labours 
both of employer and employed. There was a 
story he himself was wont gleefully to tell, 
about a very excellent but very indiscreet and 
dreaming brother in a neighbouring Presbytery 
— one of those town-reared men, who, by a 
flaw in their mental constitution (to put it no 
stronger) betrayed the most lamentable igno- 
rance of what was " in season and out of season." 
The aforesaid had intimated his ministerial 
visit to a considerable farmhouse in the middle 
of harvest The good and kind farmer, from 
false delicacy, did not like to countermand the 
inappropriate and inconvenient proposal ; never 
doubting, however, that on reaching the house, 
which was situated on the top of a slope (the 
harvest fields beneath), the urgency of the case 
would be self-apparent ; that if not the desir- 
ability of postponement, at least the necessity of 
studying the utmost brevity would be recognised. 
He himself (the farmer) could not possibly 
leave his pressing work ; but while remaining in 
the field with a number of reapers, he gener- 
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ously sent a considerable relay to represent the 
family and household in his kitchen. He had, 
however, mistaken his reckoning, so far as 
curtailment was concerned. Retaining his pa- 
tience with wonderful equanimity until the close 
of the first hour, he could wait no longer. But 
with no breach of respect or courtesy (even 
although the idea of a " tether " was suggestive 
of something rude in his figure of speech), he 
hollowed out to one of his binders, " Peter ! rin 
up bye, man, to the hoose, and lowse the 
minister." 

But to return from this digression. Let us 
follow Mr. Erskine as, on this' October forenoon, 
with no such reaping impediments to hinder 
him, he sallied from the manse. Juno invari- 
ably claimed the privilege so far to accompany 
him, surrendering herself as they started to 
every mad and wayward impulse, barking and 
circling and pirouetting ; indulging at one time 
in some imaginary chase, and then, as if second 
thoughts were best, returning to fawn on her 
master and receive from him tokens of approval ; 
always obedient, however, when the word or 
sign for dismissal came ; received certainly with 
unwilling ears, and obeyed in such a slouching. 
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loafing style, that to the uninitiated would have 
been taken for the twangs of a guilty conscience. 
He began the duties, in his case the pleasures of 
the day, at the small farmstead (for farm it 
could scarcely be called) of Claydykes. It was a 
modest half house, half cottage, which had about 
twenty acres of land attached to it. Enough 
to keep three cows and afford work for one 
horse with occasional assistance from an obliging 
neighbour. The dwelling itself was beautiful 
in its more distant as well as more immediate 
surroundings of firwood and dropping trees. 
But the amenities close by were not remarkable. 
The old tenant, bordering on fourscore, had 
lost in early years, if my recollection does not 
fail me, the one who would have given 
greater brightness to his ingle-nook and greater , 
attraction to what was outside it. The usual 
and conventional accompaniments and character- 
istics all can understand. A straggling unkempt 
hedge had its gaps and deficiencies supplemented 
with "stabs." A pathway of round uneven 
stones, gathered from the adjoining field, led to 
a door with a dilapidated porch ; over which, 
what was once, a climbing rose was engaged in 
strangling fashion in a desperate struggle for 
K 

Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



I30 THE PARISH OF TAX WOOD. 

life. Then there was the inevitable " midden " 
with the inevitable hens on the top of it. 
Why should the latter make so indelible an 
impression on the memor}'- at this distance of 
time ? This we cannot tell ; but there they 
were, with all the vigour of Califomian gold- 
diggers ; some taking the operation coolly, 
others accompanying the effort with uplifted 
dignified erection of head, and what they could 
claim of face, up to that cloudless Autumn sky. 
Others were strutting about more deliberately, 
and mingling their cackle with three or four 
very Boeotian-looking frolicsome calves of dun 
colour. Then there was (what seemed a 
domestic appendage in Taxwood wherever you 
went) the indispensable dog. In this case it 
was alike of unattractive appearance and un- 
amiable nature. Its home an old barrel ; its 
ceaseless barking had developed a chronic bron- 
chitis. Ted, to venture at random on a name, 
was no respecter of persons: prince or beggar 
evoked the same violent evolutions. In a series 
of spasmodic bolts or rushes he illustrated all day 
long in a small way the centripetal and cen- 
trifugal forces. Thanks to the stout chain that 
the latter did not at times preponderate. 
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But, Reader, pray come inside without delay, 
and mark that old man sitting by the fire and 
casting fresh pine logs upon it. Yes, watch 
him well, for I can tell you it is worth your 
while. I am drawing no ideal picture when 1 
say again, deliberately, he is worth studying. 
That great broad blue bonnet would have made 
even a less expressive countenance remarkable. 
The two together, under Landseer's brush, 
would have immortalised him. No ! he does 
riot need it. Saunders, under that rudest 
homespun, has a better immortality than earthly 
pigment or genius could give him. He is an 
old Covenanter (and the best of their type) 
resuscitated. Rather, let us not identify him 
with sect or denomination. He is one of God's 
heroes. To tell the thing more simply, he is a 
venerable saintly Christian. In anticipation of 
his visitor he is clean shaved, and we may 
add washed, for once, in the middle of the week. 
The normal condition was very different ; for 
generally the face of the worthy old man might 
have recalled Lord Palmerston's subsequent 
definition of dirt, as " earth out of place ;" while 
his chin was suggestive of one of his stubble fields. 
With no disrespect to his minister, as the latter 
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enters, the blue bonnet, with the elfin white 
locks stealing out beneath, is still retained; 

although he rises 
from his rough log 
stool and directs his 
guest as well as a 
deaf man could do 
to his own wood- 
en arm-chair. The 
curtain here must 
drop over that 
rugged personality ; 
for a few years after, on a most memorable 
deathbed, he revealed, under the seal of secrecy, 
the story of his life ; — ^the vehement, sore strug- 
gles of middle age, with its tempests of gloom 
and despair ; until God (in the same wonderful 
way in which His Spirit has been found 
ofttimes to operate on the soul) spoke comfort 
to him by means of a vivid and startling dream, 
the scene of which lay among his somewhat 
distant native mountains. The darkness was 
for ever past, and the true light for ever shone. 
There can be no breach of faith in quoting the 
concluding words of this dying " Confession of 
faith:" "Ever since that hour I have enjoyed 
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thae three things — ist, Pace o' conscience; 2d, 
Joy in the Holy Ghost ; 3d, The assured hope 
o' a glorious immortality beyond death an' the 
grave." 

Ay, Presbyterian or non-Presbyterian Reader, 
if you had heard .that man's prayers, your faith 
in the need of liturgies would have been a 
trifle startled and shaken. It mattered not to 
Saunders, even though his minister was present ; 
he never surrendered his claim to be ** High 
Priest in his own household." He was steeped 
in the Boston and Erskine theology — the 
theology and phraseology of the Covenants; 
and his prayers, as may be imagined, were 
saturated with the same. What of that.^ 
They had a ring about them such as I have 
not heard before or since ; for I have knelt 
with the old patriarch on his clay floor. That 
grand " thunder of God " seems still to mutter 
in the sky, though a third of a century has since 
come and gone. Nor can I omit to add that 
on several occasions, when, owing to his 
physical infirmity he was unconscious of any 
one coming behind him as he paced his fields 
(the last time I remember was in a ridge of 
Swedish turnips), I found him indulging in a 
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constant habit of talking aloud. But these 
talks (soliloquies) were invariably of one kind. 
I never knew, save in his case, the literal sense 
and fulfilment of the Apostolic injunction ** Pray- 
without ceasing." 

One peculiarity of Saunders, in the matter 
of Sunday worship, was, that, like a few genuine 
disciples of the old school, he was "out of 
sympathy with the Paraphrases." Not that 
his dislike was of a pronounced and dogged 
character. But when the " metrical translation " 
was given out, he never joined in singing with 
the same hearty appreciation. Many of our 
younger readers are doubtless not aware of the 
strong, in some cases inveterate prejudices which 
had to be fought and overcome, before these, most 
of which are so beautiful, were admitted into 
our Church service : prejudices which lingered 
on for many a long year, if they are even now 
slain. The writer recalls one of the best and 
most venerable of elders he ever knew, in an 
Edinburgh Church (the Tolbooth) who on a 
Communion Sunday opened the Vestry door 
for his brother elders and himself to go in to 
their seat for " the concluding address." He 
returned and shut the door behind him. " We 
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can Stop a while yet. They are singing. And 
it's just a Paraphrase." 

A straggling hamlet was close by the farm 
of Claydykes. Accordingly, Mr. Erskine, after 
visiting in a friendly way individual occupants 
of the separate cottages, met the little coterie, 
each bringing a chair, or " cutty " to Saunders* 
house. They were ushered in by his son, a 
well-conditioned person of middle age, who had 
for years relieved his father of the varied 
anxieties of the "pendicle" — crop and stock 
and market. The kitchen, though not very 
amply dimensioned, was abundantly adequate 
for existing requirements. The good man's 
lowly influence was sensibly felt among the 
neighbours, young and old ; so that (what was 
not always the case) the present formed a 
gathering of congenial spirits. 

" But haply in some cottage far apart. 
He hears, well pleased, the language of the soul 
And in His Book of Life, the inmates poor enrol." 

A few fresh logs sputtered and sparkled on 
the fire, as the minister (the high priestly 
functions referred to were, once a year, in 
abeyance) read what we have already stated to 
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be his wont, a short portion of God's holy Word. 
This was followed by the conversational 
" address ; " the only member of the small con- 
gregation unable to profit, being, for the afore- 
said reason, the venerable householder himself. 
It mattered little. He was pleased and grati- 
fied at his kitchen resolving itself into "the 
prophet's chamber." His kindly eye rested 
benignantly on the recognised and respected 
spiritual guide of the parish ; and as his own 
lips did not appear to cease their silent but 
habitual movement, he was doubtless accom- 
panying all with prayer for a blessing. When 
the neighbours had retired, a bowl of milk and 
some oaten cake refreshed the speaker after this 
first instalment of the day's duties ; then he 
hastened by a short cut across the fields to the 
next farm embraced in the Sabbath announce- 
ments. 

This (Craiglands) bulked in larger importance 
in the rent-roll of the chief heritor ; and so far 
as importance in another sense was concerned, 
so also did the farmer and his wife. The former 
was a fair average specimen of the better-class 
agriculturist. He was the son of well-to-do 
parents, who had furnished him with a consider- 
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able capital in the first instance to stock his 
holding, and he himself had no lack of energy 
and industry to keep it up. In appearance he 
was farmer-like. His face was bronzed with 
constant exposure ; and tufts of coarse iron-gray 
locks, dashed with white, went straggling and 
rambling over a deeply-lined brow. If I might 
venture a suggestive resemblance, it would be 
in the portraits (past middle life) of our country- 
man Thomas Carlyle. The same look of 
brooding anxiety and melancholy was there, 
arising, however, from a cause, on account of 
which Carlyle, of all men, had not to suffer. 
Truth to say, it was Mrs. M*Losky who afforded 
her husband chief matter for pensive reflection. 
With several redeeming features she failed 
utterly, somehow or other, to combine the 
requisites of a cheerful and helpful wife. 

To begin with : she had wrought herself 
into a morbid, peevish state of nervous depres- 
sion. Chained by voluntary and persistent 
preference to a half couch, half chair at the 
fireside, she was an 'enemy to fresh air and to 
many other recognised resources, not to say 
duties, which with other people help to make 
the wheels of existence run smooth. With the 
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exception of a guelder rose and sweet brier, 
bequeathed by a predecessor on the farm, that 
peeped in at her window, she was otherwise 
innocent of any contact with the fairer forms 
of nature. There was a unanimous impression, 
too, on the part of the neighbours, that if she 
would only try to rouse herself from the ab- 
sorbing influence of her sofa and herself, greater 
justice might ensue to her family. There is a 
good story told of the late well-known Dr. 
Jephson, that in several cases which came under 
his treatment of languishing invalids, he was in 
the habit of taking them a drive a couple of 
miles or so out of Leamington ; when the 
carriage door was opened, and the valetudina- 
rians, very much to their advantage, but very 
greatly to their consternation, were left to find 
their way as they best could, by walking back 
all the way to town. It would have been well 
(so, as we have just said, was the reasonable or 
unreasonable surmise in this particular region of 
Taxwood) had there been a Dr. Jephson in the 
neighbourhood, to initiate, in the case of Mrs. 
M'Losky, a similar experiment. But there was 
not. So the good woman resigned herself (we 
were going to say contentedly, but we must 
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retract the word) to the dull round of a pur- 
poseless existence. That existence, in the case 
in point, was not particularly aided by a rather 
noisy surrounding of big chubby-faced boys and 
girls ; some of these engaged at farm work, 
others still under Mr. M'Inlay's fostering influ- 
ence. Yet, with all her drabby and slatternly 
ways, she was one of those folks, often found in 
the world and in every rank of life, who are 
afflicted with that silliest of human weaknesses, 
an airing of their grand relations, of course, 
with the accompanying would-be effort to 
be beyond their neighbours. Saunders, our 
old friend, was incapable of making one sharp 
or cutting or uncharitable insinuation, but we 
have known him occasionally to state general 
propositions without any individual application. 
It is just possible that he may have had some 
such specific illustrative case in his eye, when, 
denouncing the sin, which he always most 
vehemently detested in fallen human nature, 
he averred of pride, that "it was the sark 
o' the soul, first on and last aflf." 

It was, of course, in "the Parlour" swept 
and tidied in a way for the occasion, that the 
" Mustress " (as she was called by the plough- 
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men and herd lassie) was got up in some of the 
faded relics of those olden days, now no more, 
when she went to sit in the far corner of the 
" fad " in church with her family around her. 
She herself occupied the chair at the fireside, 
while the two " halflins " and Lizzie were at the 
door with a transverse benchful of young 
M*Loskys in a row before them. 

The long lapse of years forbids any detailed 
description of the room itself. Some features, 
however, like the aforesaid hens of Saunders, are 
indelible. A carpet of pretentious but venerable 
character, pieced and supplemented. A fireplace 
guiltless of rug or fender. Pictures (if we re- 
member right, battle-pieces), coloured, of course, 
and in the most debased style of art, ornamented 
the walls : — bits of mouldy paper hung down from 
the ceiling like flags of distressr — each a colony 
of spiders and cobwebs. An unread library of 
modest dimensions occupied one corner, along 
with the dilapidated toys of former days. One 
of those eight-day clocks whose disturbative 
natures always make them memorable on the 
occasion of pastoral visits, was the only object 
that seemed to impart some life and animation 
to an otherwise dull and musty apartment. 
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Mr. Erskine had the rare art of varying 
and accommodating himself to the needs and 
specialities of his auditors. His observations 
came very readily to him, without effort or 
premeditation. Perhaps in the present case, 
a very subtle mental analyst would have de- 
tected a certain lack of that wonted comfort, 
ease, and fluency, which we have noted in the 
house of old Saunders. There was the betrayal 
of an undefined dread lest some verbal utter- 
ance might be misconstrued, and rouse in the 
occupant of the arm-chair the well known 
" reserve of power." 

A few questions on the Shorter Catechism 
were interjected, addressed to the row of 
benchers, and their prompt and accurate 
answers testified, in a gratifying way, to the 
fidelity of parental, or more likely of school 
training : while the minister's pocket again 
underwent further diminution from Miss Effie's 
store. 

The former generally deemed it prudent 
not to prolong after the formal visit was over. 
He wisely dreaded what he called " the ground 
swell." Changing the figure, he always endea- 
voured to carry in his mental wallet, while in the 
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farm house of Craiglands, the safe Baconian 
aphorism, " Speech is silvern ; silence is golden." 

He had, moreover, the ample and conscientious 
apology of stress of time owing to some cottages 
that required still to be overtaken. So, waiving 
by some happy turn of conversation whatever 
controversial subject had been started, he took 
respectful leave, and was soon listening to the 
very different tale of a widow's distress at the 
comparatively recent loss of her husband and 
"bread-winner;" a fine specimen of a decent 
farm -labourer. This and one or two other 
visits completed, he wound up by dining quietly 
and pleasantly at the Laird's, a thing he was 
in the habit of doing when his duties lay in 
that quarter of the parish. 

When sitting by themselves, at their after- 
dinner talk, rehearsing the day's proceedings, 
the Minister could not resist entertaining his 
host (Friend and Elder) with an account of his 
always somewhat dreaded visit to Mrs. M*Losky. 

"A good fellow M*Losky is himself," said 
the Laird, ** a thorough good fellow." At the 
same moment, with a quizzical look and merry 
twinkle in his eye, he rose as if a sudden 
thought had struck him, and, hoisting his 
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spectacles, fumbled for some book in the corner 
cupboard. " Yes, here it is at last, the best and 
most innocent of humorists. Just listen," he 
continued, readjusting his glasses. '* Mind, 
like old Saunders, I venture on no personal 
application. But let me read to you these 
lines of Thomas Hood's ; you can change the 
sex and make the application if you please : — 

'* There morbid, all bile, and verjuice, and nerves, 
Where other people would make preserves, 
He turns his fruits into pickles ; 
Peevish and envious and fretful by day, 
At night to his own sharp fancies a prey, 
He lies like a hedgehog, rolled up the wrong way. 
Tormenting himself with his prickles." 

The Laird laughed very heartily at his own 
parallelism, only reddening a little, as if con- 
sidering whether he had possibly gone too far. 

"Come," said he, putting his arm into Mr. 
Erskine's, " let us go to the drawing-room and 
join the ladies." 
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CHAPTER IX. 



THE LAIRD AGAIN : THE BEREAVEMENT. 




THINK my Read- 
ers will not be 
sorry to meet the 
Laird again, nor 
will they object 
to a new revela- 
tion of his char- 
acter. 
They may have 
already guessed what was a predominant feature 
in his simple, yet many-sided nature, — a feature, 
indeed, which assumed such large proportions 
as in the eyes of some would have been deemed 
a fault, — his intense love of children. Nor did 
it matter to him whether these were rich or 
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poor ; and of course the latter, in Taxwood as 
everywhere, numerically preponderated. Perhaps 
his own early sorrow may have fostered the inno- 
cent infirmity. Enough to say, growing years did 
not diminish, but rather intensified, such amiable 
proclivities. The children of his own dependants 
and of the cottagers on his estate naturally asserted 
a first claim ; then, of course, he had among varied 
specimens of the rising generation his likings 
and partialities. George, the coachman, had his 
domicile in the back court of the house, above 
the stable. He and his buxom wife had two 
daughters, who, though still in their teens, had 
gone out to service. But, after a long pause 
in the family genealogy, a little boy was added 
to the circle, who inherited from an uncle the 
name of Sam. Sam, as might have been 
expected, was hailed as a prodigy, and grew 
up to be one. He was spoiled at home — that 
was also natural, as the Benjamin of the house- 
hold. But, with his old-fashioned talk and 
winning ways, he took the Laird also fairly by 
storm. The latter*s daughters alleged their 
father was always rather glad than otherwise 
to have a personal errand to the coach-house 
or harness-room, simply to bring him in contact, 
L 
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and have an interchange of civilities, or more 
likely oddities, with his child prot^gi : all which 
were duly afterwards reported in the drawing- 
room. Sam was confessedly no beauty, indeed 
very much the reverse. A very plain and big- 
featured face lurked under his curly, matted 
hair. He was one of those children that 
affected a precocious manliness — a great bravado 
in his way ; one who would in all likelihood 
develop, in course of time, into the soldier or 
sailor. But he was, without doubt, a juvenile 
original ; not only unawed by the Laird's 
presence, but quite capable of making passing 
observations which subjected him to private 
parental admonition on the first convenient 
opportunity. One such saying alonp I may 
recall, when the tiny, yet sturdy fellow, big 
broom in hand, asserting the legitimate rights 
of his father's son, addressed the Laird, in broad 
Doric, with inimitable nonchalance : " Had oot 
o' my git, Laird, till I soop the gutter."^ 

1 This, and other similar drastic sayings interspersed through- 
out these papers, may have their little tinge of vulgarity, and 
possibly grate on refined ears. But the above, with its ipsissima 
verba, I give, as being long retained a veritable household joke 
in the Laird's family. It was recalled only the other day to the 
writer's remembrance by a friend. 
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If there could be a contrast in the world, it 
was between this young, bluff hero of the stable 
and coach-house, and the little golden-haired, 
blue-eyed child of four or five years, who, with 
an older brother at school, constituted the 
entire family of the gardener.^ The gardener, 
Charles, was himself a man of taste and fair 
education. He and his wife together seemed 
to understand well the simple art of making an 

1 As the present chapter mainly relates to child-life, it may 
not be inappropriate to add, without specifying names or local- 
ities, that the region all around Taxwood was, and is, famous, 
in the case of young as well as of old, for its advanced verna- 
cular. The singular sa3rings {Scottice) of children at his or 
other Sunday Schools, formed to Mr. Erskine a little storehouse 
of quaint, and not unfrequently amusing memories, faithfully 
treasured. Take those of one child, and just because she was 
the merest child, certainly a precocious and original one, though 
in this case it was not in his own but a neighbouring parish. 
A relative of his was the little thing's Sunday teacher, and 
retailer of its grotesque fancies. ** Maggie, I have just been 
speaking to you about the story of Jairus's daughter : What did 
Jesus say to the little girl ?" Ans. ** He telt her to come atour 
and gang aboot." ** We were told here about an angel : What 
are angels?" Ans, ** Buddies wi' white dresses, and wings 
put on." " What were some of the beautiful things, Maggie, in 
the Garden of Eden ?" Ans. " Berry busses." Another child- 
remark retained in Mr. Erskine'si treasury was that of a little 
fellow in whom he had a special interest, who, on reaching the 
second book of Samuel, asked *< if the second Samuel was as 
good a boy as the first " ! 
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Otherwise very tiny unambitious cottage look 
to advantage. In the one " family room," the 
latter was not without some small pride in her 
brightly -polished mahogany table, her clean 
dresser, with a systematic row of plates above, 
her white dimity curtains, and green blinds. 
He had his two window-sills outside rimmed 
with beech and elm bark — encasing geraniums, 
lobelias, mignonette, and other floral favourites 
— before the virgin cork of more modem days 
had sprung into notoriety. It was one of 
Daisy's favourite exploits (it was a pet name 
of the Laird's, and Daisy she was called) to 
gather the fir-cones in the adjoining wood for 
further purposes of decoration. The Laird, in 
his generous way, had not stinted Charles in 
his own garden domain ; and, without invading 
the time due to his master, the latter did his 
best, with the aid of his wife and son, to make 
it a little nook of paradise. A deep -yellow 
canary, Daisy's very own (for it was the Laird's 
present on her third birthday), was hung in its 
cage outside the door — the cage affixed to one 
of the spruce-fir posts of the rustic porch ; while 
one of the monster fuchsias for which Taxwood 
seemed famous mounted over all, or rather 
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seemed bent on a race with a Virginian creeper, 
as to which was to reach soonest the top of the 
thatch roof. 

The "big garden" — distinctively so called 
— was always a delight to the Laird, quite as 
much as to his wife and daughters. But though, 
amid a profusion of floral beds, he had daisies 
innumerable decking the plots close by, there 
was another floweret, bearing the same name, 
who had more attractions to him. He seldom 
was allowed to cross the iron gate alone. ' A 
tiny hand was generally ready to be locked in 
his, and the prattle of the little silvery musical 
voice beguiled many a half-hour after he had 
finished his morning engagements, and de- 
spatched his never very onerous correspondence. 
All sorts of playful talks were indulged in. 
Inside the cottage he knew every doll in her 
wooden press by headmark, entered sympa- 
thetically into their pedigree and history, and 
he never seemed to get weary of the iteration. 
Outside the garden was a place called " The 
Wilderness'' where Nature was surrendered to 
her own sweet revels, with mimic forests of 
bracken, and tiny bits of mossy grass, and a 
runlet of water. At the edge of this was a 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



150 THE PARISH OF TAXWOOD. 

summer-house, smothered in roses and honey- 
suckle. From spring to autumn it formed a 
frequent resort with the Laird and Daisy. The 
former never tired helping her to string her 
gowans and plait her dandelions. Then, lead- 
ing by a gravel path from this, and closely 
adjoining, was the Laird's most expensive 
luxury, already indicated in a former chapter, 
his Dog-kennel. Daisy's favourite diversion of 
all was to accompany him thither. It was 
strange, but the very presence of the little 
thing, with her loving ways and gentle tones, 
seemed to be the signal for wild quadrupedal 
delight. It was only maternal instincts and 
duties that would allow higher claims, and even 
these with dubiety and hesitation, as was 
amusingly witnessed (it was one of the Laird's 
stock legends) in the case of a female setter. 
This animal had a litter of pups. In a state 
of joyful exuberance, yet of bewilderment and 
vacillation, she first rushed out, then rushed 
back again, painfully divided between fondness 
for Daisy and her parental responsibilities. 
The latter, however, as they ought, carried the 
day ; for at last she made a final bound into 
her crib, and smothered the little rotundities 
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with canine kisses, licking them all over, and 
receiving a very hearty and merry approval of 
her good deeds from both onlookers. Not 
only, however, had Daisy this singular talismanic 
power to rouse all the enthusiasm of dog-nature, 
but to lull also their savage ways and pro- 
pensities, conquer- 
ing in dumb animals 
what refused to be 
amenable to other 
influences. The 

least amiable mem- 
ber of the Laird's 
kennel (he has pre- 
viously been inci- 
dentally introduced 
to our Readers as 
rejoicing in the name of " Surly ") was a brute, 
dull, sulky, crossgrained, vicious, unprepossessing, 
with blear eyes, and hideously underhung {gash 
gabbit), Surl/s uncharitable disposition ex- 
tended even to keeping his indulgent master at 
a distance. When Surly was on chain the former 
was not permitted with impunity to approach his 
couch. Daisy was allowed every imaginable 
liberty; hugging him by the neck, getting inside 
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the huge tub of a domicile (a new but very faithful 
rendering of "Beauty and the Beast"), the 
bairn, in child-delight, bidding the Laird de- 
fiance from her house of refuge ! 

Nor, in these reminiscences, must I fail to 
add that Daisy had a privileged welcome inside 
the big house too — a privilege which, young as 
she was, she never abused. In winter, when 
she came on no unwilling errand from the 
cottage, it was now and then a grotesque 
picture — the Laird buried amid the cushions of 
his easy-chair, with the child clambering up his 
knee. The former was far from fertile in the 
region of imagination ; but with Daisy's cease- 
less craving for stories he had to do his best ; 
and a very meagre tale had always music and 
adventure in it, coming from his lips, amply 
sufficient to satisfy the insatiable petitioner. 
Daisy never seriously objected, when these 
small dramatic occasions were terminated by 
having a silver sixpence thrust into her hand, 
to go to Nelly's shop and supply the place of 
some superannuated doll. 

"T? "9? tP ^ ttF 

Ay, Reader ! but it was again the old, old 
story, recalling one of the few memorable 
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heathen sayings — "Whom the gods love die 
young." Like many bright and beautiful 
things in the outer world, the tender, loving 
flower was to get no further than the early bud 
of promise, and, as we say in our harshness and 
unwisdom, was prematurely to fall And this 
brings to the front the unsuspected element in 
the Laird's nature I have alluded to in the 
opening. And yet why should we say un- 
suspected? For all loving natures are most 
susceptible to the pang of sorrow and most 
sympathetic to the Sorrowing. The remem- 
brance of his own early heart-wound was often 
overwhelming ; and any rude hand touching 
the string was more than he could bear. I 
remember, when spending some weeks with 
him, in an easy, friendly way, when we were 
sitting one afternoon round the fireside — he 
reading the newspaper — a strolling band of 
musicians, vocal and instrumental, came to the 
front door, and suddenly struck up the well- 
known music and words, specially familiar to 
him, — 

" Love not, love not, the thing you love may die." 
The newspaper dropped. He flung his purse 
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in my direction on the table. " Stop them," 
was all he could gasp out, and left the room, 
not returning till the dinner goilg sounded. 
Nor had these tidal waves, so suddenly and 
cruelly roused, ebbed when the candles were 
lighted for bed. It was doubtless, I repeat, 
this personal affliction which increased his 
natural sensitiveness in entering into the 
sadness of others. He greatly disliked meeting 
the bereaved, or perhaps, I should rather word 
it, intruding on the sacredness of grief (I believe 
we all do). It was often a trial to him. Just 
in very proportion as he felt the tenderness of 
his own sorrows, he respected those of others. 
What, however, was a painful, even repellent 
duty in some cases, he experienced to be a 
mournful gratification in others. The same 
sunny, genial temperament which induced him 
to " rejoice with them that do rejoice," with an 
equally irresistible potency led him to " weep 
with them that weep." None were more 
welcome than he in the smitten home ; though, 
as often as other\vise, his ministry of consolation 
was with no redundant artificial gush of words 
— the mere commonplaces of condolence. The 
little said was generally accompanied and 
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emphasised with the press of the sympathetic 
hand or the moistening of the sympathetic eye. 
So much was all this felt and appreciated, that, 
while in the hour of bereavement the minister's 
ever-welcome presence was the first sought and 
obtained, the next person thought of, and 
generally the first to be there, whether in 
farmstead or cottage, was the Laird, 

This will prepare our Readers for the 
intensity of the present impending sorrow. 

" My wee Angel ! my wee Angel !" was all 
he could stammer out when the unexpected 
reality was first conveyed to him by too reliable 
lips. From that hour onwards no day elapsed 
without morning and evening a personal visit 
paid to the cottage. All he could think of 
he did, to soothe and smooth that tiny pillow. 
Many little things were brought to the sick- 
room, never by others, always by himself. In 
the hot summer it would be some ice from the 
ice-house, to cool the lips or apply to the hot 
throbbing temples. The choicest little bouquet 
his hands could cull was put in the flower-glass 
by her side, or laid on the counterpane. The 
grape scissors he always carried in his side 
pocket seldom passed the vinery without 
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detaching a tiny cluster of black Hambro's. 
Now it was a bright picture-book, now it was 
the music-box from his daughter's cupboard, 
with which he could indulge the child's favourite 
taste without sounding too loudly. These and 
many similar ingenious devices were taken 
by him to beguile the weary suffering hours. 
Occasionally, but very rarely, he would speak 
to his " wee Angel " about the Angels' home. 
When he did so, he tried always to say some- 
thing bright and joyous. It might be a scrap 
from some of the hymns she had often repeated 
to him on Sundays. But too often his tears 
would come unbidden, and he would change 
the subject. When the end was drawing nigh, 
the mother afterwards told how the dear child 
in her wanderings seemed to have one specially 
favourite and ever-present recollection — an 
uppermost thought. The pale, restless, attenu- 
ated fingers were seen busily plaiting necklaces 
and crowns of gowans and buttercups, just as 
she had so often done in the summer-house 
that very spring ; and " the Laird " was the 
name and word, of all others, that retained hold 
to the last in her memory. She was heard 
indistinctly to mutter it till articulation failed. 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



THE LAIRD AGAIN: THE BEREAVEMENT. I 57 

The sentiment of the following familiar words 
would have been in thorough harmony with his 
own sad and sorrowful feelings. He might not 
have known the lines ; Miss Effie knew them 
well. They were one of the marked bits from 
her favourite Wordsworth — 

" Never — never did my steps 
Approach this door but she who dwelt within 
A joyous welcome gave me, and I loved her 
As my own child. Oh, Sir ! the good die first. 
And they whose hearts are dry as summer's dust 
Bum to the socket 

She is dead : 
The light extinguished !" 



Yes ! All was over now : the green blind was 
down. The bright ethereal spirit had joined 
the other child-angels who "do always behold 
the face of their Father in heaven." 

Daisy's death took place at the fall of the. 
year, — one of the last days of August. The 
birds were still prolonging their later summer 
song, and the garden flower-plots were still look- 
ing their gayest. -The date survives, because 
a mournful gathering took place around the 
Gardener's cottage on the ist September. 
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That day — the season of the year when the 
sun's rays are generally tempered, and when 
the stubble fields were generally cleared — had 
always been, as with most country gentlemen, 
a marked anniversary of the Laird's — the first 
day of partridge-shooting ; an occasion in his 
somewhat monotonous life to which for previous 
weeks he always looked forward, and to which, 
even the very dogs, from their restless de- 
meanour, by some strange instinct seemed alive. 
But it was unkept on this day of sorrow. The 
gun-room had the key turned in it, and the 
companions of his sport were left to bay in their 
kennels. He and his two keepers held sadder 
tryst. 

Not a large crowd, but a small and select 
one, assembled at midday round the cottage 
porch. We need not describe it. It is one of 
those scenes best relegated to "mute expressive 
silence." The Laird was there ; but he had 
come purposely late, and he was not visible till 
the little cortege had left the door. He had 
been obliged to turn his back on the company, 
glad to hide his irrepressible emotion behind 
one of his own big elms nigh the house. 
Although he followed the procession to the 
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burial ground, I am not sure that he was able 
to stand more ; but, turning at the Church gate, 
quietly made his way home through a wood- 
land path. 

Not long after, a tombstone, with a slab of 
white marble inserted, was erected over a tiny 
grave. There was no name given : only — 

" TO A LOVED, LOVELY, AND LOVING CHILD," 

with the touching Bible words beneath — 

" AND WAS UNTO HIM AS A DAUGHTER. 

2 Sam. xii. 3." 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE FACTOR THE MARRIAGE PARTY. 




memory of any- 
Scottish parish 
would be complete 
Without tfm Factor, 

It so happens 
that in the course 
of my life I have 
known many ; and 
for the w^hole men- 
tal group, living and departed, I have reason to 
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entertain sincere regard. Among the latter 
there is one — the oldest friend among them all 
— on whose cairn I am glad at the opportunity 
of placing a stone in grateful and affectionate 
remembrance. Of all Scottish professions, or 
rather positions, with the single exception of 
the clergyman's (for that I must always except), 
none do I envy more. In his own realm the 
Factor is omnipotent. If he be a faithful 
steward and a good man I can imagine no 
happier life. He is second neither to laird nor 
lord in parochial importance ; often, indeed, 
enjoys the dignities and pleasures without the 
worries and responsibilities of his superior. He 
has generally a comfortable, sometimes it may 
be a luxurious home ; a little independence, 
with his horse and conveyance, his garden and 
paddock, his dairy and poultry-yard, and many 
other perquisites we need not enumerate. 
Then his status is unique. His person, if he 
possesses the aforesaid qualifications, is regarded 
with respect and deference — at times it must 
be allowed, with something akin to awe. I 
remember, at a well-known spot in the High- 
lands, meeting a humble official who acted as 
gatekeeper to a private path leading to a very 
M 
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picturesque glen. He had, only a few weeks 
before, had the rare honour of conducting the 
Queen down to witness the grandeur of rock 
and waterfall. I asked him what his sensations 
were, and how he felt in the presence of royalty. 
His reply was, " Ou, naething ava\ I wid be 
fearder far at the Factor." 

With these preliminaries, let me introduce 
Mr. Maxwell on the scene at Taxwood. 

He lived in a quaint old dwelling, called — 
I cannot account for the Anglican name — " the 
Manor House." It had a dash of the early 
Tudor in its windows and gables. Tiles, a rare 
thing in Scotland, finely weather-stained and 
weather-toned, covered its roof. A weather- 
cock, altogether out of proportion large, was 
poised on a turret at the north angle. This 
" finial " (to use the technical term) is memor- 
able at this date from one speciality, that on 
every windy day (sometimes, I used to think, 
without the aid of the elements) it indulged in 
a tiresome monotone : in this respect quite as 
bad as the similar historical appendage which 
croaked all night long in the Deanery of Exeter, 
to the confusion of the slumbers of Catherine 
of Arragon — the mayor receiving orders to oil 
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it next morning. It was one of the Factor's 
few nostrums not to interfere with the execrable 
music ; so this iEolian harp was left unmolested 
during his tenure of office. 

" The Factor " (for he seldom or never got 
either Christian or surname) was a man a little 
past middle age, inclined to stoutness, yet 
vigorous and active in all his ways, and, let it 
be added in a comprehensive word, of sterling 
worth. He had a countenance marked with 
intelligence, and an eye that had an unmistakable 
dash of the humorous. His main outward but 
very pronounced peculiarity was his baldness. 
It was fortunate that his forehead and the 
general contour of his head was what he had 
no reason to be ashamed of ; but few could 
be more utterly innocent of nature's usually 
bountiful gift : — " a clear-headed man," as a wit 
once addressed a friend similarly bereft ; or, 
according, to the clever impromptu of Theodore 
Hook, "He used to cut his hair, but now his hair 
had cut him." Mr. Maxwell was an excellent 
talker ; but he never flagrantly transgressed 
bounds — never laid himself open to Charles 
Lamb's rejoinder to Coleridge, who all the 
world knows was afflicted, or rather afflicted 
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Others, with immoderate loquacity. Coleridge, 
who delivered himself occasionally in Unitarian 
pulpits, asked Lamb if he had ever heard him 
preach ? " I never," was the reply, " heard you 
do anything else." Indeed, the Factor's con- 
verse was too general and versatile ever to 
verge on boredom. He was naturally an 
authority on what might be called professional 
matters with agricultural bearings, — crop rota- 
tions, drainage, soils and sub -soils, artificial 
stimulants for the land, and suchlike. But a 
well -furnished as well as receptive mind was 
capable of a wider range, and he could hold his 
own on most subjects. Some fine old line 
engravings, which hung on his dining-room wall 
bore witness to his aesthetic tastes. I may only 
add the further characteristic, that he had, 
perhaps to a little excess, some very decided 
and pronounced sentiments on men and things. 
Kind, and open and generous to a degree, he 
was yet quick to discern and loud to reprobate 
any blot or stain on the body politic in general, 
or in individual defaulters in particular. There 
was one culprit (an abstract one) he never 
ceased arraigning at the bar, and pronouncing 
condign sentence against, though, alas ! condign 
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punishment was only too successfully evaded. 
This object of unsparing and unrelenting 
denunciation was what he summed up in one 
brief word — an epithet perfectly well understood, 
but not so easy to define or translate in pure 
Saxon — that of '^cheeky Somehow or other, 
by hook or by crook, he managed on all occa- 
sions, both in public and private, to ventilate his 
abhorrence at what the word meant. It might 
have been supposed, indeed, that one of the 
superlative ends and aims of his own non-pro- 
fessional existence was, in his own eyes at least, 
to denounce, if he could not exorcise, the foul 
demon. He saw in it the base and unworthy 
way to success in all things, and in all depart- 
ments of life ; the ladder which mounted to 
wealth and fame and position and what-not. 
He regarded it as the " Open Sesame," in every 
professsion — in factors as well as in others 
(perhaps in his professional eyes and experience 
more than in others). But the indictment was 
served on all alike. If the Laird, in one of his 
quiet saunters with him, would be tempted 
humorously to say — as the theme was un- 
fortunately stumbled on, and the sleeping giant 
roused, — " Why, Maxwell, my good fellow, you 
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ride your hobby to death," it would only tend 
to prolong the parable, somewhat in this 
fashion, with variations : — " Not a bit of it, not 
a bit of it. Cheek, sir ! the world is governed 
by Cheek. I like fine gold. I hate pretentious 
brass and pinchbeck. Tell me of a man that 
has Cheek — to a certainty that man carries the 
day, distances his fellows, and wins the race. 
Pluck, sir, is a grand English word ; we are all 
proud of it. But Cheek is a poor, base article. 
Pity for its very boldness and baseness that it 
cannot be kicked out," etc. etc. But in the 
words of Cowper, in his Epistle to ** Dear 
Joseph," "the long argument verbosely spun" 
need not be pursued. 

Mr. Maxwell had an excellent wife, who, 
with three daughters, kept his house in irre- 
proachable tidiness ; and made him, through 
time, also amenable to order, though not 
naturally with him " heaven's first law." 

It was a saying of one of Scotland's noblest 
and greatest, and one which he was in frequent 
habit of carrying out in a very practical form 
in his hospitable home, that " Lions are best 
seen at feeding time." With this authority 
and warrant, we shall proceed to say what has 
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still to be said of the Taxwood Factor, in 
connection with a memorable feast-day in his 
domestic history ; besides being an event which 
may surely claim a niche in parish recollec- 
tions. 

I was almost about to remark that the three 
daughters were externally, not peculiarly or 
exceptionally, winsome. Yet I must retract 
the unchivalrous statement. Winsome assur- 
edly the eldest of the three had proved herself 
to be. For it was the auspicious occasion of 
her union with a small Highland proprietor 
which had gathered a very lively and interested 
company under the Factor's roof-tree. Tax- 
wood was, for the hour, in high f(§te. It was 
one long midsummer day that the pretty village 
and its surroundings woke up to the conscious- 
ness that something unusual was astir, and that 
*' something unusual" was Miss Nelly's marriage. 
The school was voted a holiday ; and, for one 
reason among others, that Mr. M'Kinlay was 
among the invited guests. Dan, half supersti- 
tious in his way, was profoundly and ominously 
interested in the weather. He had at the 
earliest hour in the morning been along the 
Manse passage in his stocking soles to tap the 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



1 68 THE PARISH OF TAXWOOD. 

minister's barometer. The " Machine " and the 
cob, which were to be in requisition at a later 
period, had extra pains bestowed upon them. 
Some roses from the garden had been taken 
along immediately after breakfast, as a contribu- 
tion to the Triumphal Arch which was to span 
the Factor's approach ; and about the same 
hour, Betty had been seen with a capacious 
basket slung on each arm, evidently subsidised for 
the extra culinary demands of the Manor House. 
Juno seemed the alone exception in the general 
hilariousness. She was quite cognisant that 
something out of the way was in the air, but it 
was a problem her canine instincts could not 
solve. So she looked on, cowed and uncom- 
fortable, sniffed about Dan's feet, and wagged 
her tail, more as if it were a duty than a pleasure. 
Dan's meteorological observations and prognos- 
tications, or rather, his wishes in connection 
with these, came all right. The day was a 
cloudless one, and the July heat was pleasantly 
tempered with a breeze. By two o'clock the 
various conveyances, pretentious and primitive, 
had set down their occupants at the Factor's 
doorsteps. 

We need not give any circumstantial 
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rehearsal of the mere marriage ceremony itself. 
In these days when " Euchologion " Societies 
(though we speak with sympathetic apprecia- 
tion) were unknown and undreamt of, I used to 
think that if tastefully and judiciously per- 
formed, the simple conventional Presbyterian 
Service was all that could be desired ; honestly 
avowing, at the same time, that in the hands of 
indiscreet men I have detected, though rarely, 
daubs of untempered mortar that would have 
been better omitted. Mr. Erskine could be 
well trusted in this as in other things ; any 
awkwardness, as generally happens, was in the 
blundering nervous ways of Best-man or Brides- 
maids. Th6re were happily too, in the present 
case, no "scenes," parental or filial. The 
" victims," as the Laird said, " stood fire well ; " 
and the Minister, taking the initiative of hand- 
Shaking, they received the warm congratulations 
of the assembled spectators. A little (to use 
the same word) "conventional chaffing" was 
followed by the signing of documentary 
evidence that all the forms had been legally 
completed. An adjournment was made to 
the parlour, or business -room, to inspect the 
presents. For her father's sake as well as her 
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own, the Bride had been generously gifted with 
these. Even the farmer's wives and daughters, 
either conjointly or individually, formed no 
exceptions. The Laird himself, who always 
liked to give people pleasant surprises, accom- 
panied his congratulatory shake by clasping a 
gold bracelet round her wrist. Books, of 
course, as they always do, and generally in 
tasteful bindings, preponderated. One little 
volume was positively ludicrous for its 
duplicates. There is a good story told of an 
English bride (apocryphal it may be, doubtless 
must be), but told it was as follows : About 
this same Taxwood epoch the publication of all 
others in most repute in religious circles in 
England was, as my older Readers may 
remember, Mr. Bridges' well-known work on 
the longest psalm in the Bible. The legend 
was, that one happy, or unhappy bride, in the 
multiplicity of her marriage gifts, had received 
one hundred and nineteen copies of " Bridges 
on the 1 19th Psalm." The Factor's daughter 
was not so copiously dowered and overpowered 
as that. But Miss Effie's gift of " The Lady of 
the Lake," bound in irreproachable white calf, 
had unfortunately some four or five " replicas," 
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two of which emanated from the Doctor and 
the Schoolmaster. We need hardly say whose 
tastes and partialities were responsible for the 
supernumeraries. 

Ere long, the next stage in the proceedings 
was reached. The groups were gathered round 
the door to witness the departure of what is 
known as " the happy pair." With another of 
his genial surprises, the Laird had managed, 
from a relative on the braes of Athole, to 
secure the services of a Highland piper, duly 
accoutred in the garb of old Gaul ; and the 
nearest approximation the bagpipe could attain 
to Mendelssohn^s Wedding March was suddenly 
given at this supreme moment. Mr. Tomlin, of 
" The Rising Sun," in the neighbouring market- 
town, had sent, furbished up for the occasion, 
his one-horse Brougham ; and amid a copious 
shower of old shoes, mingled with some of 
Dan's best roses, lilies, carnations, and some 
rarer specimens from the Laird's conservatory, 
the aforesaid " happy pair " vanished down the 
avenue. A representative village group were 
gathered round the opened gate. Conspicuous 
among these were the Postmistress, the Corporal 
— with his Waterloo medal, the rarity of the 
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occasion justifying its public obtrusion — and 
our old friend Jenny, with her eyes in their 
normal liquid condition whenever there was 
any appeal to the emotional side of human 
nature. Of course a bevy of children — a few^ 
passive and taciturn — the majority demon- 
strative. 

After an hour of languid gossip, followed 
the immemorial and indispensable Feast. The 
minister occupied the seat of honour by the 
side of the Factor's wife, opposite him the 
Laird. Several faces familiar in Taxwood, 
male and female, flanked both ends of the 
table, mingled ^Vith those of strangers, the 
relatives and friends of the Bridegroom. 

To all, and to none more than to clergymen, 
who are familiar with such occasions, there was, 
and it is presumed isy an almost ludicrous 
uniformity. The Factor, despite of mingled 
feelings, was in his element ; and, to use the 
common phrase, " at his best." He was grati- 
fied at the assemblage which had gathered 
round his board ; that gratification was not 
materially diminished at the thought of the 
speeches in reversion, the bulk of which would 
necessarily devolve on himself, either in the 
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shape of proposal or reply. He was attired, 
characteristically in these days, in a blue coat 
with yellow brass buttons and velvet collar. 
A chain, another characteristic of the earlier 
part of the century, with a gold seal in the 
shape of an isosceles triangle, reserved generally 
for Sundays and such rare opportunities as the 
present, dangled from his watch-pocket 

After the viands had been deliberately dis- 
cussed, rubbing his spectacles with a red and 
green handkerchief formed the signal that the 
earnest work of the afternoon was to be com- 
menced. He rose for the opening speech. His 
hand was thrust into his waistcoat pocket, a 
device which, speaking generally, is found, no 
one knows how, to help through perplexing 
passages. This, in his case, was further occa- 
sionally aided by the fumbling of the just- 
mentioned watch-chain. We shall not attempt 
the r61e of reporters. His opening speech — 
the speech of the evening — was long ; but 
really, as one might have expected, despite 
perhaps a little dash of pardonable sentiment, 
in excellent taste, and exceedingly good. Of 
course there was that remarkable clause, which, 
like a piece of old mosaic, some way or other 
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finds its way into every paternal utterance on 
these occasions, and never fails, however often 
its changes are rung, to be rapturously applauded, 
as something at once telling, pathetic, brave, 
and original — " Though I have lost a daughter 
I have gained a son." I have always noted, 
however, gentle Reader, that the heroism of this 
self-surrender is partly qualified by something 
soft and moist tumbling down from the hero's 
cheek, and bringing to his own recollection as 
well as that of his guests, that the heroism has 
its misgivings too, and that, in the good soul's 
deepest heart, the loss preponderates over the 
gain. In Mr. Maxwell's present mingled emo- 
tions, the plaudits of his forbearing friends 
saved further nervous disaster, a twitch of the 
watch-chain brought him, once more, to the 
crest of the wave, and he rode out the storm. 

It is unnecessary to prosecute the descrip- 
tion. A few minor toasts and compliments 
followed, among which those of the Minister 
and the Laird were conspicuous. Even the 
Schoolmaster, coupled with " the cause of Edu- 
cation in the Parish," had his own modest place 
in the programme. We must not fail to add 
that he had both cough and grimaces under 
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marvellous control ; and, of course, no one of 
the company could possibly demur, considering 
the appropriateness of the occasion, to the 
introducing, in his few remarks, of our old (or 
rather his old) friend — the Doge and his 
Adriatic bride. 

The carriages great and small were in due 
time announced. It was said (this incident, 
however, does not fall within our record of the 
Taxwood Memories) that when all the " big " 
company were dispersed, certain very lively 
proceedings, which included the bagpipes, took 
place in the Factor's kitchen. It was even 
rumoured that Dan,^ the soul of punctuality, 
was incredibly late in locking the stable 

^ This being necessarily among the last references to ** the 
Minister's man," let me take the opportunity, not only of 
offering a farewell respectful word to Dan, but of adding that, 
did space permit, he, good soul, would not monopolise all that 
is memorable in the case of these worthies, as known to and 
appreciated by the present writer. One such is specially en- 
titled to a passing and most kindly allusion. As Andrew 
handled the reins in not unfrequent distant expeditions whether 
of business or courtesy, his conversation, if not precisely 
edifying, in the profounder sense of the word, was very racy, 
replete with bucolic anecdote, and with what might be called 
secular analogies and illustrations. While not a few of these, 
as just observed, were quaint and original, the fertility of talk 
never failed to beguile the tedium of dull roads and a deliberate 
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door that night, and that his lantern was seen 
glimmering in the window sill of his loft, at 
hours, for him, altogether unreasonable and 
unseasonable. 

horse. One specimen recalls itself at this moment. A re- 
spected Edinburgh divine was coming expressly to do duty on 
the Communion Monday at a neighbouring church. The fame 
of the preacher had brought together a large congregation. But 
conveyance or railway (I cannot remember which) was un- 
faithful. The worshippers were assembled, but the distinguished 
friend had not reached by the appointed hour of Service, 
although his arrival did take place after some considerable 
unfortunate delay to the expectant audience. On returning 
home in the evening with his master, Andrew was loquacious 
on the annoying hitch in the forenoon arrangements, and de- 
livered himself thus : — "Weel, Sir, I will sdcy it was provokin'. 
It put me in mind o' something like it I ance was at. There 
was a roup o' wood, up by, in Gleg's Hill. The folk were a' 
waitin', but the Unctioneer wisna forrit. " 
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CHAPTER XL 



SOME CO-PRESBYTERS. 



N the similar principle 
of variety which dicta- 
ted the former paper, 
I should like to say 
something in the pre- 
sent about a few of the 
Clerical neighbours 
near and distant. 

The only one of 
these to whom the 
reader has been al- 
ready introduced is 
venerable Mr. Winton. 
Of all Mr. Erskine's 
ecclesiastical friends, 
he was the most beloved, and the affection was 
reciprocated. Shortly after the Minister's 
settlement at Taxwood, it came to be a regular 
N 
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recognised arrangement that they would mutu- 
ally assist each other at their summer com- 
munions. Mr. Winton generally cheered the 
home of his younger brother by arriving at the 
Manse on Saturday evening, so as to rise 
refreshed for his Sunday engagements. Mr. 
Erskine, on the other hand, when it reached 
his turn for the complementary duty, was 
uniformly in the habit of having first a short 
morning service for his own people at home. 
At its close, Dan and "the machine" were 
ready at the door for the seven miles' drive. 
The Sunday evenings at the respective Manses 
— the prolonged sacred services over — were 
invariably times of refreshment, in which 
reminiscences of the solemn work of the day 
were mingled with advice mutually asked and 
given on parochial schemes of usefulness, it 
may be parochial difficulties and trials. 

By far the ablest member of the Presbytery 
was nearer in point of distance to Mr. Erskine; 
one, too, greatly esteemed by him. From Mr. 
Winton he got strength and encouragement ; 
but in every case of serious and anxious per- 
plexity, where the intricacies of Church law 
and procedure demanded wariness and prudence. 
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it was to Mr. Thomson and the Manse of 
Frognal he repaired. It is a fact in the mental 
constitution — we may add in the clerical con- 
stitution — neither to be gainsayed nor wondered 
at, that the administrative and the didactic 
seldom run in the same groove ; so that in this 
parish you may have an incumbent with little 
that is effective in the pulpit, perhaps very 
much the reverse, yet bristling all over with 
legal acumen (never happier, never more at 
home, than when called in to the unravelling 
of some knotty point of ecclesiastical legisla- ^ 
tion) ; while his next neighbour, fully adequate 
for the Sabbath services, is profoundly unversed, 
perhaps hopelessly ignorant, on everything 
appertaining to the statutory duties and juris- 
diction of Church courts. It is the old story 
— rather the wise Providential apportionment 
and arrangement — "to every man his work;" 
--—to every man his assigned niche in the 
temple. And the Church and the world would 
be the loser were it otherwise. Such, in a 
word, were the relative positions, or rather gifts 
and callings, of Mr. Thomson and the Minister 
of Taxwood. Independently, however, of these 
distinguishing features, the former was a char- 
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acter otherwise clerically unique. While pos- 
sessing all this undeniable shrewdness and 
consummate talent for business, at bottom too 
a truly good, earnest, generous, kind-hearted, 
man, he somehow, through early habit and 
training, had imported a singularly ** loud " and 
unwinning way with him into the pulpit. A 
stranger entering his church in the middle of 
the sermon, would have wondered much what 
and why all this tempest and hurricane, — more 
what we would have expected to hear from the 
lips of " the corporal " with some unmanageable 
novices at drill. Even an intimation could not 
be made without throwing into it chronic 
effervescence and fulminating chemicals. These 
effects were certainly not lessened by rather 
a lank ungainly figure and shaggy eyebrows. 
Yet the man was greater and better than his 
manners and outward physique. In his own 
realm he was perfectly understood and appre- 
ciated. His parishioners were proud of his 
church wisdom, and of the deference evidently 
paid him both by seniors and juniors of his 
Presbytery. If, when he went at first to Tax- 
wood, he had, with some, a little Ynore difficulty 
ingratiating himself (for the unfortunate evil 
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was not moderated but rather increased in 
alien realms), our old friend Jenny's verdict, 
in reply to a compromising estimate of her 
neighbour's, really embodied the honest truth 
which came in course of time to be universally 
accepted — "Toots, wuman, Mester Thamsan's 
bark's waur than his bite." 

Without further enlarging on an excellent 
and estimable divine, we shall take a different 
type in a still more distant parish. A young 
man was this Mr. Armstrong, with much that 
was attractive in his nature ; by no means 
deficient in ability, and faithful beyond the 
pulpit in the discharge of ministerial duties. 
One speciality, however, not to put it more 
strongly, operated largely to his disadvantage, 
and interfered much with his Sunday useful- 
ness. It was an error incidentally adverted 
to in the abstract in one of the earlier 
of these papers, but which in his case had 
assumed a concrete form. In the language 
employed in his various services (to employ a 
common phrase) he shot completely beyond 
the comprehension and capacity of his people. 
He was young, and the fault would doubtless in 
time, that healer of all things, be moderated, if 
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not cured. But in the years to which we at 
present refer, he indulged in a lavish way the 
propensity of what Dr. Guthrie used to speak 
of and stigmatise as "the showing off his 
college accomplishments in the pulpit" — a 
jumble of religion, rhetoric, and metaphysics ; 
Ossa piled on Pelion ; sentences of intermin- 
able length, and words at times portentous in 
their syllables. I am well aware that with 
some the propensity is natural ; just as one 
painter obeys some inner instinct or impulse 
to load his canvas with colour, for the purpose 
of bringing out an effect that would be much 
better and more truly rendered by lightness of 
touch and paucity of pigment. Perhaps no 
man who ever adorned the Scottish Church so 
erred in this respect as the man who adorned 
it most, and the simplicity of whose character 
was out of accord with the redundant rush and 
torrent of his magnificent verbiage — I mean 
Dr. Chalmers. Many of my readers may 
know the amusing story (although I shall not 
be responsible for its accuracy, I only give it 
as I have more than once heard it) of his being 
asked to take a primitive little prayer-meeting 
in a Highland village ; and how his intimate 
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acquaintance, the pastor, knowing the great 
man's grievous infirmities in this respect, had 
requested him as a favour to speak in the 
homeliest possible way, using only the simplest 
words and sentences. The Doctor promised 
obedience. But, alas ! his opening statement 
was enough to convince of the utter unavailing- 
ness of the hint — "My friends, I have been 
specially asked, in addressing you to-night, to 
avoid the technical nomenclature of scholastic 
theology." Mr. Armstrong might, therefore, 
have vindicated himself by the plea, that if he 
sinned, the usage of more conspicuous offenders 
might so far condone. He was remonstrated 
with, in a gentle way, including exception taken 
to some new-fashioned vagaries in dress, by a 
senior minister. The remonstrance, unhappily, 
was ineffectual. 

In these papers the writer is not given, as 
you. Reader, must allow, to moralise,' or adopt 
" the hortatory." If he did, he might be dis- 
posed, presuming on nothing but his years, to 
indulge some such parenthetic counsel as this : 
** Oh, Young men ! rising hopes of the church 
we all love ! I have already in a preceding 
chapter made delicate allusion to the studious 
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use — I should rather say the charm — of plain- 
ness of speech. If I dare enter still more 
delicate ground and territory, I might add a 
word also, on what, for lack of another term, I 
would call Presbyterian eccentricities in attire ; 
considered at least as such by many good 
people you would do unwisely to offend." Who, 
indeed, dare be too severe in this latter inno- 
cent peculiarity, when we find Isaak Walton, 
in his Biography of George Herbert^ " the model 
Pastor," speaking even of the latter in earlier 
life, as "enjoying a genteel humour for clothes" ? 
On reaching, however, a more venerable stand- 
point, as is the case with most of us, the 
"genteel humour" of the good man faded away. 
In this brief rhum^, it would be unpardon- 
able to omit, in passing, an allusion to Mr. 
Erskine*s nearest ecclesiastical neighbour of all, 
though that friend and fellow-labourer did not 
belong to the Established Church. There was 
no Dissenting chapel in the parish itself ; but 
in the very borders of the adjoining one was 
an "Old Light" congregation, under the re- 
spected ministry of Mr. Walker; a man who had 
the doubtful blessing of a large family, and the 
not doubtful evil and drawback of a small sti- 
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pend. He claimed among his flock several 
householders in Taxwood — those who had been 
trained under, and who naturally adhered to, 
the ecclesiastical principles adopted by their 
fathers. The utmost harmony of brotherly 
feeling subsisted between the two neighbours. 
They met frequently, — now at a funeral, now at 
a marriage, often exchanging friendly calls, or 
friendly chats on the wayside. At the annual 
summer treat of the Sunday School, Mr. Walker 
was invariably invited, along with the juveniles 
of his own ' flock. He had a happy knack of 
saying a few homely words to the youthful as- 
semblage when the games were over on the 
green, and the entertainment finished off" in the 
schoolroom, amid tea, buns, ^nd home-made 
confections, which had engrossed Aunt Phemie's 
time and ingenuity for days before. With all 
his broad and liberal charity, he was a man 
who could speak and act with great independ- 
ence. He had no sympathy with the Laird's 
ultra -Toryism ; but he smiled benignantly at 
it, and had an occasional quiet talk with him 
at the Thursday Market, where clericals of all 
shades (what in modern times would be called 
"schools)" were in the habit of weekly for- 
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gathering, not on any commercial purposes, but 
for social interchange. Moreover, the Laird's 
gamekeeper was instructed to give a practical 
shape to his Master's respectful feelings and 
good wishes by handing in, every now and then 
at his door, a brace of partridges and a hare or 
pheasant, as might be. 

Occasionally (fortunately very rarely) there 
is to be found in a Presbytery what may be 
called ** an eccefntric character." The Presby- 
tery of Fdrglen was in that exceptional con- 
dition. Perhaps happily for Mr. Erskine, Dr. 
M'Corkle's parish and place of habitation were 
the most distant of all from Taxwood. They 
seldom met. Though with qualifications and 
compensations presently to be mentioned, the 
Doctor's confirmed bachelor ways were not of 
the social order ; so that his clerical friends and 
he rarely came into personal contact, and when 
they did, there was little in him of the " iron 
that sharpeneth iron." In habit of body he was 
large and unwieldy; while the distinctive feature 
in his outward appointments was a huge white 
neckcloth, tied and adjusted, not in the ordi- 
nary unobtrusive method, but wound round in 
niglig^ fashion, more in the style of a winter 
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cravat or comforter. Strange to say, he was 
the only Doctor of Divinity in the Presbytery. 
How he had managed to procure this dignity 
was a puzzle to all, for he was by a long way 
the most illiterate of the brethren. I hope 
none who read these lines may deem the writer 
of them offensively personal : but the honours 
just described, irresistibly recall one of the ready 
bon mots of the late Dr. Norman MacLeod. He 
was standing one day with a friend at Dalkeith 
Station, waiting for the train. There happened 
to be a plank lying close by, bearing the two 
large letters D.D. (Dalkeith District). " What 
can D.D. mean on that plank V asked his friend. 
" Oh ! you needn't ask me that," was the reply, 
" there's many a stick with a D.D. to it." Any 
external peculiarities, however, might have been 
overlooked, had there not been more serious 
disadvantages from which Dr. M*Corkle's flock 
were called to suffer. It is somewhat singular 
that his errors in connection with his pulpit 
services and primitive hearers, were precisely those 
of his younger co-presbyter previously specified, 
only in a much more pronounced and extrava- 
gant form. His Sunday teachings far outdid 
Archbishop Whateley's verdict on a preacher of 
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his day, "He aims at nothing and hits it." 
There is a good story, of course purely mythical, 
told at the expense of i Professor of Ecclesi- 
astical History of a bygone generation, that 
one of his Old Testament lectures was occupied 
in refuting the theory alleged to be held by 
some writers of the Middle Ages, that Og, King 
of Bashan, was half a mile in height. The 
salient point (alleged) in the refutation, was 
the diversity in climatic conditions and tem- 
perature ; — that the atmosphere at the monarch's 
feet, being so different in density with that 
around his head, would be fatal — if not to life, 
at least to any prolongation of it. What 
was a joke in the one case, often well-nigh 
amounted to a reality and verity in the other. 
Absurdities were demolished that needed no 
demolition. Arguments and opinions were 
combated that needed neither weapons of of- 
fence nor defence. It would have been better 
fair had he imitated the example of another old 
Scotch clergyman, who, when he felt confronted 
with a perplexing verse or passage, got over it 
thus : — " My friends, let us look this difficulty 
boldly in the face, and pass on." But the 
Doctor would always insist not only in looking 
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the difficulty in the face, but stoutly refusing to 
pass on. And then, no sooner were the for- 
midable walls in his own judgment laid pros- 
trate at the end of one year, than a new 
invisible erection of the same took place, and 
the battering rams resumed their play with a 
wearisome iteration.^ Human nature, however, 
at its best, or at its worst, is a strange composite. 
The Doctor's eccentricities (if we can now give 
to "eccentricity" a less familiar and more 
complimentary meaning) had their lights as 
well as their shadows. Before taking leave of 
him, a tribute must be paid to what went far 
to redeem other very glaring crudities and 
peculiarities — his unstinted generosity. There 
being neither resident heritor nor doctor in the 
parish, the manse became alike the recog- 
nised " Hospice " and medical dispensary of 
the district ; and its door was never knocked 

^ As might be expected, his Sunday discourses were at times 
of intenninable length. He never stinted his hearers ; never 
took into consideration even the cold of a winter's day, and a 
church not innocent of draughts. The propensities of a less 
enthusiastic brother in an adjoining strath, at all events in the 
devotional and sermonic part of the pulpit services, were in the 
different direction of almost reprehensible brevity : — thus de- 
scribed to a venerable relative of the writer's by the old 
beadle, — **Singin' and ringin' is the chief o* our work here." 
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at in vain. Its inmate, with regard to his 
worldly means, was no penurious hoarder, but 
the reverse. Yet, too, it must be further added, 
that self came in for but a scanty share of con- 
sideration. His intellectual, or rather pulpit 
extravagances were singularly out of accord 
with the simplicity and frugality of his daily 
life. Being free of any claims of near re- 
lationship, it was well known to be the pleasure 
of the lonely man, in his singular and retiring 
ways, to distribute, and that very lavishly, the 
savings from his stipend among the needy of 
his flock. A favourite method of disbursing 
his benefactions was, relieving fathers and 
mothers with large families of the school fees 
for their children ; while, in more than one case 
at least, he became responsible for importing 
from the parish school and cottage homes to 
the nearest University, lads of conspicuous 
promise ; who, moreover, lived to do him credit, 
and pay him back with gratitude. The closing 
words of the familiar eulogy, traced on the 
monument of England's greatest Prime Minister 
might have found a place on the Doctor's 
modest tomb : — 

"He lived without ostentation, and he died poor." 
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With these and other estimable traits, on which 
we need not enlarge, it is not to be wondered at 
that during his life, there was more than tolera- 
tion for the Sunday prelections ; and that when 
he came to pay the debt of nature, a blank 
was felt in the manse which it was simply 
impossible for his abler successor to supply. 

One other gleaning alone can be made from 
our clerical portfolio, — purposely selected in 
pronounced contrast with the complex per- 
sonality just described. With it we may ap- 
propiately close this chapter. 

Although not a member of the " Presbytery 
of the bounds," Mr. TyndalFs manse was within 
two hours' driving distance of Taxwood ; situated 
on a picturesque angle, if I may so describe it, 
of the adjoining ecclesiastical district. The Vill- 
age, inferior to Taxwood in point of real and 
varied beauty, had an advantage the latter did 
not enjoy, of contiguity to green hills, and at 
least one musical stream. The Pastor — one of 
special interest — may be described as of middle 
age, inclining rather to youth, and at all events 
to youthful aspirations. It was fortunate for 
him that Wetherley was the smallest and most 
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manageable parish all around ; for ill-health, 
that, also, of a chronic kind, would have totally 
forbidden the discharge of duties more onerous 
in their nature. The struggle of early college 
days had left their too indelible marks on a 
naturally fragile frame, and the penalty had for 
years been an exacting one. He was a man 
of gentlest disposition, refined taste, and un- 
mistakable religious earnestness. Some of 
those (what is called, though we always use the 
word under protest) of " lowly origin " seem in- 
capable, in outward manner and deportment, of 
taking on subsequent polish. Not so was Mr. 
Tyndall. Though of humblest parentage, he 
was one of the few — shall we say of the many? 
— who, to use that fine old phrase, was born 
and bred " God's gentleman," and who never 
could be anything else. From his student days, 
onwards to the early close, he vindicated his 
title to the honourable epithet. 

Perhaps he owed to one accidental circum- 
stance an advantage over his contemporaries. 
His winning manners and culture combined, 
had secured for him the comparatively rare 
privilege, in these days, of a travelling tutorship. 
So that he had been early familiarised with 
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what are now much more common, though 
they never can be ** commonplace," the great 
Art treasures of the Italian cities. The Titians 
and Tintorets of Venice, the Giottos of Padua, 
the Raphaels and Michael Angelos of Bologna, 
Florence, and Rome, had been, ever since, the 
choicest treasures of memory. These aesthetic 
tastes and their gratification, however, were 
conjoined with sterner stuff. His old aptitudes 
for mental labour were revived, rather than 
discontinued, under enforced seclusion. There 
were still locked up in the drawer of his 
writing-table two memorials at least, in the 
shape of a gold and silver medal, which bore 
silent testimony to early intellectual triumphs ; 
and he was not content to rest on his old-won 
laurels. His favourite studies had in more 
recent years, taken the direction of ecclesiastical 
history : divided between the early Fathers and 
the heroes of the Reformation in the fifteenth 
and sixteenth centuries. His interest in the 
latter had been quickened by the appearance of 
those volumes of d'Aubignd that have scarcely 
sustained or survived the interest they awakened 
at their birth. Though freely indulging such- 
like congenial occupations, he had too deep 
O 
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and sacred convictions of the ministerial life 
and its responsibilities to allow them to absorb 
his time and strength. Fortunately, he was 
able, save in inclement seasons, to undertake 
the one Sunday service ; and the church being 
exceptionally small, no great effort of voice 
was rendered necessary. The " Study " of 
Wetherley, not invariably the accompaniment 
of genius, was scrupulously tidy. It is said of 
De Quincey, that he used to keep his books in 
a great wash-tub by his side. Very different 
was it in the present instance. Mr. TyndalFs 
library was by no means large, perhaps for the 
reason that he was continually weeding it of 
all that was trashy and nondescript Dummies 
and laggards were an offence to him. But his 
mental companions (generally in irreproachable 
bindings) were screened in glass cases. Seldom 
could a volume be found misplaced, if we 
except the auxiliaries (tools, as he called them) 
which lay on his desk for immediate use and 
reference, and which, when their task was ful- 
filled, were as systematically reponed. The 
window of this habitual sitting-room looked 
right up a little valley, hemmed in by the 
aforesaid green hills. The valley or dell was 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



SOME CO-PRESBYTERS. 1 95 

guiltless of trees, save one white-stemmed birch 
that looked pensively down on the stream 
which fed its roots as it hurried by. In the 
early spring and summer, however, the slopes 
were gold with broom and whins. Autumn 
displayed miniature forests of tawny bracken ; 
while, perhaps most enjoyed by him of all, 
was when winter spread its fantastic wreaths 
and curvatures of virgin snow — those loveliest 
of forms on which the human eye can rest. 
The reference to winter recalls that, though 
Mr. Tyndall was innocent of any love for 
domestic pets, canine or feline, we must make 
exception of a solitary robin which season after 
season had established very familiar terms with 
himself and the dibris of his breakfast table. 

To complete this rapid sketch, it must be 
added that the innate and intuitive love of 
order just referred to, was amply seconded, 
perhaps mainly fostered, by a counterpart of 
the Manse of Taxwood. Like Miss Phemie 
(only sister instead of Aunt), and as lovable. 
One of those, happily not unseldom found in 
the world, gifted with many things ; but con- 
spicuous among these many things, that best 
thing, goodness. She had the rare art of ex- 
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tracting happiness out of all with which she 
came in contact ; a sunny soul that had eyes 
only to see brightness and beauty, never un- 
seemliness or distortion ; praising all that was 
praisable, never the converse ; in a word, 
"thinking no evil." Even at this distance of 
time she recalls old Rossi's description of the 
female artist, Angelica Kauffman — " Hers is 
the nature of the bee, she only sucks honey 
from the flowers." In parochial visits and 
inquiries, which her brother was unable to 
make, she was alike a willing and acceptable 
proxy. Perhaps of many modest efforts, the 
one she most personally enjoyed was super- 
intending, in the Manse kitchen on Saturday 
evenings, the distribution of a loan library, 
instituted mainly for the men of the parish, 
but embracing a goodly circle of readers. It 
was always a true pleasure to join her brother 
in greeting those honest fellows after their day's 
toil. They had conjointly, I mean brother 
and sister, been most careful in the selection of 
volumes adapted to the singularly varying tastes 
of their constituency, — from those whose pre- 
ferences were in the purely secular direction of 
Mungo Park, Captain Cook, Robinson Crusoe, 
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and kindred books of travel and adventure ; to 
the opposite pole, of the old Scottish divines, 
frpm Thomas Boston and Samuel Rutherford, 
to the largely manipulated "Gospel sonnets" 
of Ralph and Ebenezer Erskine. A great 
boon to the recipients in the long winter nights 
were these small intellectual doles, to say no- 
thing of the pleasant personal contact they 
allowed the invalid pastor to enjoy with many 
of his flock, which, for reasons already stated, 
would have been otherwise impossible. 

The castle where the young pupil of Italian 
days and travel was now ensconced as " Lord 
of the Manor" was close by. Mr. Tyndall 
was forbidden, on medical authority, to share 
its hospitalities. But throughout the year, 
specially in autumn, when it became the haunt 
of " good society," his own Study was now and 
then brightened by congenial visitors and friends. 
Several from across the Tweed, who were reared 
under a different Church ritual, returned to 
their southern homes with kindlier thoughts 
than they had been taught to associate with 
John Knox and his successors. The high- 
toned Christian character in the Manse, the 
equally high-toned services in the pulpit, seldom 
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failed to disarm prejudice, conciliate, sometimes 
prepossess. 

*" Able pulpit discourses r I have often thought, 
gentle Reader, with a sigh, in the case of Mr. 
Tyndall, and many such as he, what the fate is 
of those brain-webs of patient labour which week 
after week are fabricated ! in plain language, 
what becomes of the piles of elaborated manu- 
script sermons ? Surely worthy of a better fate 
than that of dust and darkness and neglect; 
more frequently, I fear, of incremation. Well, 
be it so. Other things, thank God, cannot 
perish. High and noble ideals of life, such as 
the Manse of Wetherley yielded, are beyond the 
reach of fire, neglect, oblivion. ** No man " — 
no man such as he at least — " dieth to himself" 
Piety, in the true acceptation of the term, 
seemed with him to deepen and intensify as 
his too brief years advanced. An early sorrow, 
well known, but relegated to a sacred nook in 
his own heart, instead of crushing and pros- 
trating what was highest and best in him, 
rather transfigured his whole soul and life, and 
glorified most of all its end. The familiar 
saying, alas ! proved, ere long, to be too true 
— " The sword was too sharp for the scabbard." 
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The day at length came when the bow was 
broken, and when mourners could only speak, 
through tears, of the many arrows that had 
sped from it on deathless missions. The upper- 
most memory of all was that embodied in the 
funeral prayer, when thanks were rendered for 
his " Christ-like life." It is one of the most 
beautiful legends of the mediaeval Church, that 
an Angel is seated outside the Golden gate 
waiting to receive the departed spirit at death. 
This Angel is represented as holding in his 
hand a likeness of Christ. Resemblance to 
that likeness is further stated to be the warrant 
of admission — the passport within the portals. 

In this case the "Good and Faithful servant" 
stood the test, and received the " welcome." 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE GENERAL ASSEMBLY. 
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Hli opening words 
of a former chap- 
ter may with still 
greater emphasis 
be repeated in the 
present. The nie- 
morials of Tax- 
wood, rather the 
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records of Scottish ecclesiastical life, would be 
incomplete, were all reference omitted to the 
theme and event which form its heading. 

Who that ' knows anything of " the north " 
is ignorant of the ministerial stir from John o* 
Groat's House to the Tweed, previous to, and at 
the time of,' the meeting of the General As- 
sembly? It stands out in every Manse the 
great occurrence of the year. To vast numbers 
of the clergy, and to not a few of the laity, it is 
what the Pilgrimage to Mecca is to the Moham- 
' medan hadji and the followers of Islam ; with 
perhaps this important difference, that the gentler 
sex are not excluded, but rather very specifically 
/deluded in the festal throng which then con- 
verges to the ancient Metropolis. In many a 
quiet, lonely, out-of-the-way clerical home, alike 
in Highlands and Lowlands, it is the pleasant 
anticipation of the winter. If the ministers, or 
very many of them (and among these of course 
the best), are anxiously and thoughtfully en- 
gaged in pondering problems and formulating 
schemes for discussion at the great anniversary 
— in a preliminary way buckling on their 
ecclesiastical armour, — wives and daughters, it 
must be silently owned, have their own more 
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worldly cogitations, connected with pecuniary 
investments in the shops of the Capital — whether 
taking the shape of personal, or of domestic 
comfort and adornment ; — investments it must 
be further acknowledged which occasionally 
can hardly fail to exercise a mentally disturb- 
ative influence on their husbands, in the discharge 
of more important duties. The latter, with 
their very limited and restricted stipends, 
naturally dread vending temptations on sus- 
ceptible and impulsive female natures. The 
annual Convocation as most who trace these 
lines well know, takes place at the brightest 
season of the Scottish year ; always excepting 
when the poisonous east wind, which so often 
scourges the modern Athens, prolongs its earlier 
spring visitation, doing fierce battle with delicate 
chests, and making plaids and mufflers in the 
ascendant. But when genial zephyrs and sun- 
shine prevail, Edinburgh then dons its best. 
We all know, who love her, prize her, and are 
proud of her, what that best is, — for, with a 
pretty extensive acquaintance with the noted 
capitals in Europe and Western Asia, if mere 
magnitude of area and amount of population 
are excluded, we deliberately pronounce "our 
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own romantic town," par excellence the Queen 
of cities. At the era of which we write, more- 
over, she was more picturesque even than now. 
The tooth of time has since played sad havoc 
with the weather-beaten piles of " the old town," 
which, then, like great artificial precipices, con- 
fronted Princes Street, — in perfect tone and 
keeping with the grand outline of hoary rock 
on which the Castle stands. However, let us 
say in passing, we are glad to think (it recon- 
ciles us so far at least to the sacrifice) that what 
would otherwise have been vandalism arose 
more from the necessities of inevitable decay 
than from the love of change. 

The Manse of Taxwood participated fully 
in the small annual sensation just described. 
" The Assembly " had been, for weeks and 
months, the subject of agreeable domestic 
prattle. 

The Laird, from his social position as a 
resident elder and heritor, coupled with his 
sterling character and worth, was invariably 
returned by the Presbytery of Forglen as their 
lay representative. It formed one of the few 
breaks in the even tenor of his way, — the 
plodding uniformity of country life ; and, com- 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



204 THE PARISH OF TAXWOOD. 

bined with his high sense of the duty such 
appointment involved, he always looked forward 
to his fortnight in the Scottish Capital with 
the liveliest pleasure. He was in the habit of 
securing a capacious lodging, sometimes a 
whole house, in Princes Street, for himself, his 
wife, and daughters; but he habitually included 
an invitation, also, to the three inmates of the 
Manse. Even when Mr. Erskine was not 
returned as a member of Assembly in the 
ordinary rotation, he was too glad to avail 
himself of the Laird's generous thoughtfulness 
and hospitality. It was an opportunity of 
meeting old friends, and exchanging cordial 
greetings. 

Let us describe such a visit, in the year of 
grace which we shall leave indeterminate. 

There was all the flutter of genial and un- 
genial preparation in and outside the Manse. 
Aunt Phemie, ably backed up by Dan and 
Betty, had some days of preliminary toil. Any- 
thing deemed precious in the shape of book 
or ornament was relegated to presses under 
lock and key, seeing this periodical season of 
absence was always dedicated to household 
lustration from floor to chimney. In the 
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temporary absence of his Master, Dan became 
for the nonce, a personage of no ordinary im- 
portance. He was in the lay sense of the 
word " curate in charge ;" or shall we call it 
** Rural Dean ;" and he made it a small matter 
of conscience to magnify his own importance 
and responsibility. In addition, moreover, to 
extra personal superintendence of Manse, stable, 
and garden, and other secular cares, he had 
sick visits, or should we rather say inquiries, to 
make in various parts of the parish ; the results 
reported now and then to Miss Effie, through 
the pen-agency of Mr. Mlnlay. These were 
still pre-railway times — or rather, the intricate 
network which now prevails had only its few 
incipient straggling meshes. Accordingly, it 
was after bowling along the old turnpike in a 
four-horse coach, for the better half of a day, 
that the Taxwood party, lay, clerical, male, and 
female, found themselves looking out of a draw- 
ing-room window, as the westering sun was 
casting its glints of gold on the Castle rock of 
Edinburgh and tipping the trees with their 
early leafage in front. The same prospect had 
been seen again and again in previous years : — 
but with that singular fascination which invests 
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truly beautiful things, alike in nature and art, 
all appeared as fresh and bright as if it were a 
new and first revelation. Of course, however, 
it was the stream of " living life," in street and 
pavement outside, that had to those, fresh from 
rural sights and sounds, the greatest charm of 
novelty. Nor was the least amusing part of it, 
specially to the Laird, watching the innocent — 
almost bewildering delight of some of the 
country brethren in their irreproachable black : 
sometimes alone ; sometimes in friendly fellow- 
ship ; sometimes linked in the old but now 
discredited fashion of "arm-in-arm;" some- 
times with admiring and enthusiastic female 
relatives. Now a small clerical knot would 
form on the opposite side of the way, apart 
from the traffic, to hold some quiet talk about 
coming discussions, and " cases " and " views : " 
— the (now also very much discredited) snuff- 
mull circumnavigating the group to quicken 
thought and good brotherhood. 

But the morrow has come. 

We have very few surviving national page- 
ants in Scotland. One of these unquestionably 
is the Levee in Holyrood and "the Commis- 
sioner's Walk " therefrom. We are conservative 
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and patriotic enough to add, May the day be 
distant when its pomp of circumstance comes 
to be numbered among the things of the past ! 
With the exception of some occasional civic 
and Royal processions in London, there is 
nothing at all like it as an imposing spectacle : — 
a pageant of historic and most suggestive 
interest, as the Queen's accredited Representa- 
tive, in regal state, with Royal escort and 
Royal troops lifting the streets, comes from her 
ancient Palace to inaugurate the ecclesiastical 
meetings, by worshipping in the then some- 
what gloomy and archaic, but now restored 
and beautified Cathedral. Considering, more- 
over, the accessories and surroundings of the 
route taken, whether by the ancient Canongate 
or Calton Hill, we question if there be anything 
in these realms (forgive the repetition) that can 
exceed it in picturesqueness ; indeed if it be 
not a thing unique in. Christendom. 

To attempt description of a meeting of 
Assembly, or to give, in the most perfunctory 
fashion, an outline of any one debate and dis- 
cussion, would be alike beyond our object and 
scope in these fugitive papers. Not but that 
many of these, specially at the time about 
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which we write, would be worthy of all faithful 
record and rendering. We are well aware that 
some " Leaders " in the southern press were 
habit and repute then, as they are still, of 
making merry over what, in not very brilliant 
or successful satire, they are pleased to call 
" the black Parliament ;" and by their use of a 
still bolder metaphor, the gloomy and porten- 
tous thunder-clouds which are seen first to 
lower and then too often to bu^st in vitupera- 
tive torrents in the clerical firmament We 
desire to make no invidious retort. We will- 
ingly allow that no atmosphere, be it physical, 
moral, or ecclesiastical, in this imperfect scene 
is uncharged, it may be at times perilously, 
with electric disturbance. There may be — 
there are, spots even in the clerical sun ! But 
we assert, with only a fair and modest estimate 
of her intellectual and spiritual forces, that the 
General Assembly of the Church of Scotland 
could and can hold her own with any other 
kindred deliberative assembly of enlightened 
Europe, whether these come under the category 
of consistory, congress, or convocation ; and 
therefore, that there is ground for something 
more than formality of words in the Lord 
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High Commissioner's official salutation, in the 
name of his sovereign — " Right Reverend and 
Right Honourable, we greet you well !" " There," 
to quote the remark of a distinguished man 
given in his interesting Reminiscences — an old 
lover of the Scottish Church, a lover indeed of 
all that belonged to the country of which he 
was jealously proud, " There the Clergy and the 
laity were combined into one brave and ani- 
mated mass, where it was deemed an honour for 
the best of the gentry either to lead or to follow."^ 
We are alone concerned, however, in these 
present memories, with the General Assembly 
in its special connection with the inmates of 
Taxwood Manse. May we begin with Miss 
Effie ; or rather, with our restricted space, 
make her the pivot on which the mental 
kaleidoscope turns. Supremely interested, as 
our young friend was in church work, and in 
the best religious well-being of Scotland and 
her parishes, she had no great fancy for crowds 
and meetings ; still less ambition or partiality 
to brave a vitiated atmosphere with the not 
unusual calamitous accompaniment of prolix 
speakers. 

^ Lord Cockbum's Memorials of his Timt. 
P 
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The brief sojourn in Edinburgh on these 
occasions was, truth to say, her one little 
holiday or outing for the year ; and she tried 
in her own independent way to make the most 
of it. Our readers will not be surprised, from 
the proximity of the Laird's lodging to North 
Castle Street, that she was found, more than 
once, indulging in a clandestine saunter to 
have a peep of the window, at which the 
unremitting pen whose results were so dear to 
her, had thrown off page after page of mar- 
vellous labour ; or that she would steal, on a 
more distant expedition, now to the King's 
Park to trace the imaginary footsteps of the 
Laird of Dumbiedykes ; now by the West 
Bow to the Grassmarket to compare another 
well-known and memorable scene with her own 
mental impression ; or, yet again, that under 
the wing of the Laird she would wander into 
the Parliament House, so long the daily official 
haunt of the Mighty Minstrel. 

Some people, from the peculiarities (shall 
we say infirmities?) of a natural, over-ardent 
temperament are unfairly exacting, apt to mis- 
apprehend, it may be censure, the partialities 
and wishes of those not precisely cast in the 
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same mental mould with themselves. It must 
be owned that poor Miss Effie was in this way 
occasionally stigmatised during this week of 
relaxation, for her apparent preferences of the 
secular as compared with what her censors 
deemed the sacred. The imputation was alike 
unjust and unreasonable. There was a sort of 
chronic damper, however, in these periodical 
Assembly visits, caused by the intermeddling, 
we might almost say persecuting, ways of two 
female cousins, her seniors in years, who, from 
their own predilections, sought to concuss her 
not only into slavish attendance on what, by a 
strange verbal conceit, are called Assembly 
" diets," but also on the many and multifarious 
religious missionary and charitable meetings 
that are crowded into that ecclesiastical week. 
Dear Reader, you perfectly understand (if not, 
be thankful) these cousinly characteristics with 
their varying developments. Very many of 
those who share or inherit them are respected 
and respectable ; not a few worthy of com- 
mendation and esteem. But, with no serious 
opprobrium intended in the epithet, they must 
unfortunately be ranged under the somewhat 
compromising soubriquet and ban of " religious 
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busy-bodies." None know them better (perhaps 
were it honestly spoken, dread them more) than 
ministers. Some of the " pronounced " are an 
affliction to many a clergyman's soul and time, 
in their well-meant but often unrestful energy ; 
following in their wake at preachings, meetings, 
and what not. That great and good man of 
his age and city, the late Dr. John Muir of 
Glasgow, happily designated them " ministerivo- 
rous." Just as we use the term graminivorous 
in speaking of some humbler orders of creation, 
so are there, in every religious realm and com- 
munity, to be found the above. We again 
willingly endorse the certificate of character, 
excellent, devoted, enthusiastic in all their 
ways ; yet, who are — ^well, to put it in the 
most gracious and chivalrous shape — 

" A ministermg angel thou ! " 

Of course to be in Edinburgh at the General 
Assembly without habitual attendance thereat, 
would be, in the eyes and judgment of such, to 
go to Egypt for ten days without a daily visit 
to the Pyramids.^ 

* The incidental mention of the name of Dr. John Muir 
calls up one of the most noted figures of a bygone generation ; 
one whose name has a sacred nook still in many a Scottish and 
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To the gratification of her two friends, how- 
ever, one day and occasion were made by Miss 
Effie notable exceptions. Indeed, on her part, 
it was only the fulfilment of a long-desired and 
anticipated pleasure. She wished dearly, among 
other reasons, to witness her brother and the 
Laird sitting side by side in solemn conclave. 
But she had another even stronger wish and 
inducement. There was one member of the 
venerable House she had more than a special 

Christian heart ; specially in the capital of the West, the scene 
of his lifelong labours and ministry. His pulpit teachings, as 
well as his never-to-be-forgotten expositions at family worship, 
were altogether his own, — fresh, characteristic, brimming over 
with evangelical fervour ; with a charming originality, which in the 
familiarities of its colloquial chit-chat style, would in any other 
lips have occasionally given a shock to good taste, besides a 
trial to gravity, — teachings, we may add without disparagement 
to either party, very antagonistic to modem interpreters and 
theological schools of thought. We are old-fashioned enough 
to long for such preaching back again — ^the simple "truth as 
it is in Jesus" enforced on the heart and conscience, with 
guileless simplicity and unction. We specially say simplicity. 
He deplored the setting in of an inflated, flashy, ambitious 
** pulpiteering," to use his brother Dr. Chalmers's significant 
phrase : so different to that of which he himself, unconsciously, 
was so great, yet so humble a master. I never can forget one 
of those parenthetic denunciations. It was one evening in the 
crowded church of his friend Dr. Gumming (who was not certainly 
included in the impeachment) of Crown Court, London. " In 
these days. Christians are not like the Israelites of old, who 
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anxiety to see and to hear. One of his known 
field-days was selected. That member was the 
great Chalmers. The Assembly now, and for 
a long course of years, have taken possession 
of a handsome hall for their annual meetings ; 
but in the days I speak of, these were held 
within the area of the Tron Church. At that 
time, whatever it may be now, this was a funny, 
old-fashioned circular building, with deep 
galleries for the public, but which, with all its 

gathered their manna fresh baked from heaven ; but they must 
have it cooked up with onions, and leeks, and garlic.*' 

A passing reminiscence of a different kind may find room 
here. A well-known gentleman in Glasgow wrote, on a 
Friday, a note to Dr. Muir, telling him that some friends from 
a distance had come to visit him, and were anxious to see 
through Hutchison's Hospital, of which the Doctor was a 
director, and requesting him to appoint an hour next day to 
meet them there. A relative of mine happens to preserve, as a 
small ** Curiosity of Literature," the note in reply ; characteristic 
to those who knew the man and his original laconic ways, yet 
high sense of ministerial duty : — 

** Dear Sir — I have your letter about showing Hutchison's 
Hospital to your friends to-morrow. 

** Saturday is a day set apart by Ministers of the Gospel for 
preparation for their Sunday services. 

" It is not meet that we should leave the Word of God and 
serve tables. — ^Yours truly, John Muir." 

The writer was proud of numbering this good man among 
his revered friends ; may he be forgiven adding the still greater 
privilege he enjoyed of visiting hun on his deathbed. 
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architectural blemishes as a place of worship, 
was satisfactory in its acoustics, and well 
adapted generally for the transaction of As- 
sembly business.^ 

Effie, with her two gushing exuberant com- 
panions, as a reward for besieging the doors at 
an early hour, occupied a seat in the front 
gallery. As is customary (Exeter Hall in 
London exhibits the same affinities), the 
element of ** ministerivorous ** ladies f)repon- 
derated, and gave the semicircular gallery very 
much the look of a garden-plot in full flower. 

^ The mention of the "Tron Church" irresistibly recalls a 
name with which to the writer, and to many others, that edifice, 
and much more than the edifice will always be pleasingly 
associated. If any man was ever entitled to the appellation of 
•'Christian Gentleman," it was the late Dr. John Hunter. 
From the casual circumstance of living for many years a few 
doors from him, I had exceptional opportunities of enjoying his 
genial society, his wise counsels, his hearty hospitality, and I 
may add, affectionate friendship. By a wide circle his memory 
will never cease to be revered and cherished. His was a 
nature overflowing with the milk of human kindness. Indeed, 
the demands of his extremely poor parish and parishioners 
were yearly more exacting and overwhelming, just because they 
became more and more cognisant of that frailty which leant to 
virtue's side — ^his irresistible benevolence — which at times felt it- 
self unable to withstand what might be called ** impudent" clainds. 
One specimen I recollect hearing from his own lips, and told 
in his own inimitable way. A few mornings before, a woman 
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The contrast was all the greater with the lines 
and coteries of more sombre clerical heads 
grouped underneath. What varied specimens 
of the latter, to be sure, were there! A 
considerable time elapsing before business 
commenced, Miss Effie, who had no small 
penetration of character, with a slight flavour- 
ing too in her nature of the quizzical, and a 
keen eye to the ridiculous, was able deliberately 
to take stock of the gathering forces from her 
temporary watch-tower. Some grand heads 
appeared ; ay, and bodies too, which supported 
them ! Without individualising, our older 

came begging for pecuniary help. Even he was amazed and 
indeed indignant at her presumption, as she had been one of 
his parochial plagues ; had not only been personally offensive 
and hostile to himself, but had done what she could to foster 
an inimical feeling among the neighbours. On going to his outer 
lobby, where the unabashed applicant was, he stated, as firmly 
as his kindly nature would admit (and yet he could assume a 
stem look too), that she knew well she was the very last who 
had any claim upon him. Decidedly refusing her, he bade her 
peremptorily to go away. Her reply was ready — ** Sir, you are 
mistaken, I haue a claim upon you." ** I should like to know, 
my good woman, what that claim is. You have done nothing all 
the years I have known you but to try and do me wrong. Tell 
me your claim." ** Sir, / am your efiemy !^ The plea was 
novel, irresistible. At once the hand was in the depths of the 
kindly man's pocket, and something bright reflected its pedigree 
from the Sermon on the Mount. 
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readers will doubtless recall or recognise the 
references. Some few among the laity, the 
inheritors of ancient names and loyal to their 
Presbyterian pedigree ; not a few others who 
had better and nobler than the adventitious 
claims of lineal descent ; — recognised leaders 
of thought, and doughty champions for the 
religious weal and progress of their country. 
The vast proportion, of course, in the clerical 
element, were men unknown to church -court 
fame, but who had the more enviable distinc- 
tion of being lovable and beloved in their own 
parishes and among their own people ; — men 
of the Henry Martyn stamp and avowal, — 
" Nature intended me for chamber counsel, not 
for a pleader at the bar."^ Most singularly 
diversified, too, were the members in mien and 
bearing. Some quaint in their costume, and 
rather Doric in aspect A few — ^happily very 
few — rather innocent-looking young men with 
their fingers draped in kid-lavenders, assuming 
histrionic effects and conspicuous positions — a 
few that had to thank their stars that a 
conspicuous figure in the Taxwood community, 
previously described, was not present, to un- 

^ Henry Maityn^s yburnal, ii. 294. 
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muzzle his guns and deliver his favourite volley 
on the obtrusive propensities of the age. 

The speaking, of course, as in all such mixed 
multitudes, was like the other characteristics 
just noted, of a very diverse description. 
Generally it was good ; in some cases effective. 
Of eloquence, in the highest sense of the word, 
there was little, for it would have been out of 
place in a deliberative body. 

From the first, we have resolved that these 
" memories " are to be impersonal ; — otherwise 
it would have been a sincere, yet a mournful 
pleasure, to photograph one or two well-re- 
membered and in every way remarkable faces, 
from that of the Venerable the Moderator and 
his equally venerable officials, downwards. 
Two exceptions alone can be made. One of 
these we have just indicated. It was a moment 
not readily to be forgotten in Miss Effie's 
mental treasury, when, as a bustle was observed 
at the opposite entrance, the human wave 
parted to make room for the beloved and 
acknowledged chief In he came, with his 
silvery, or perhaps rather iron -gray locks, 
dangling over a printed cotton muffler ; — a 
gold-headed pilgrim staff grasped in his right 
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hand, his inseparable companion. He took his 
seat with others inside a privileged rail ; a 
place that had assigned it, in respect of other 
less welcome and entitled frequenters, an 
opprobrious and uncomplimentary epithet. 
With his dull, dreamy, expressionless eye, 
he first made a hasty observation of his 
surroundings, and then began at once to 
glance over notes of the coming speech that 
was to be tacked on to the end of an " Exten- 
sion Report ; " — notes, be it said in passing, 
abounding in hieroglyphics understood and 
interpreted only by himself What a power, to 
be sure, he was ! " There," said the Spaniards, 
"goes 30,000 men," as they pointed to the 
Duke of Wellington at Sorauren galloping up- 
hill alone, after pencilling orders on the bridge. 
The same, in a different sense, might be said 
of Scotland's Presbyterian Leader and Primus} 

1 The "enthusiasm of humanity" — untiring devotion to 
some great end, had never a better or nobler exponent than in 
Dr. Chalmers. " Life " and ** Work " were with him convertible 
terms. To live dissevered from Christian activities would have 
been a simple impossibility. "What the writer has ventured to 
say elsewhere regarding a younger, but equally consecrated 
nature, in the missionary field, he may be permitted to repeat 
here : — **The briefest but perhaps the most characteristic tribute 
paid— on the occasion of Chalmers's death, — one that might 
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Near him was the only other personage I can 
venture individually to name ; and chiefly 
because, owing to circumstances altogether 
independent of his future career, he was one 
whom Miss Effie was equally desirous of 
bringing within her orbit of vision. This was 
a young man, very short in stature, with 
long thin face, prominent aquiline nose, lofty 
forehead and singularly bronzed complexion ; 
somewhat " nattily " dressed in his white panta- 
loons and frockcoat — quick and energetic in his 
movements, perhaps betraying a consciousness 
of his social position, perhaps a consciousness 
too of that latent power which the pages of 
Anglo-Indian history will never let die. Yes, 
that young man, in the pride of youthful vigour, 
listened to, whenever he rose, with all the 
deference his name and talents might well 
command — was India's great coming Pro- 
consul — the future Marquis of Dalhousie. He 
had shortly before, at a Parliamentary election 
contest, when scarcely escaped from his teens, 
roused the enthusiasm of all Edinburgh by the 

have been applied also to him who paid it at a similar moment, 
was that of Norman MacLeod — * One could imagine his spirit 
going straight up to the throne and bowing before it, saying, 
"Any more worlds or masses to evangelise?"'" — Early 
Graves, 358. 
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brilliancy of his eloquence, and the boldness 
and incisiveness of his retorts. It is enough to 
say that Miss Effie heard both her favourites 
speak ; perhaps hardly necessary to add that 
a few subsequent speakers fell flat ; in a word, 
that a gentle yawn betrayed a secret to her 
cousins, which they were wise enough to 
understand. 

Apart from the Tron Church, and occa- 
sionally in more senses than one its " heated " 
debates, there were one or two other occasions 
of ecclesiastical dissipation indulged in, during 
the present visit. The one was attending His 
Grace the Lord High Commissioner's evening 
reception in the picture gallery at Holyrood ; 
an event our young friend enjoyed, fully more 
from the historical associations of the place 
than from her experiences of crush and immo- 
bility at the reception itself. The other was 
availing herself of an invitation to one of the 
innocent ^breakfasts given by the Moderator, 
when all the ecclesiastical world and his wife 
are feasted and f^ted on tea and coffee — a 
pleasant and serene social gathering in its way, 
where old friendships are renewed, new ones 
formed, and a great many profitable as well as 
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unprofitable subjects are ventilated and dis- 
cussed. " The Moderator's breakfast," however, 
is distinctly one of the " sunny memories " to 
take home to the Manse.^ 

Only once more did Effie (and Aunt 
Phemie, for a wonder, joined the party on 
this occasion) cross the doors of the General 
Assembly. The Laird's interest at head- 
quarters had procured for them privileged 
tickets for ** the Throne," in order to be present 
at the end of the " Sederunt." 

^ In these days when, in a section of the Sister Church, the 
question (to use the phrase of one of its distinguished dignitaries) 
**what clothes a clergyman should wear," occupies such dispro- 
portionate attention, it may not be out of place to give a word 
of description on the Moderator's dress, for the benefit of those 
who have never seen, or are likely to see it. As he occupies 
the chair of the House, he is arrayed in the silk Genevan gown 
and bands with the modem addition of the University Hood. 
Outside the Assembly, the outdoor clerical attire is of a more 
pronounced description, grotesque or picturesque according to 
the varying standard of taste, and the physique and bearing of 
the wearer : — Silk tights, buckles, and a coat modelled according 
to Court -fashion. All is surmounted with a horizontal black, or 
we may call it, ** Corsican*'* hat. It is with these innocent robes of 
office as with many other things. It would be hard to adduce 
either Scriptural or Oriental authority for what indeed must be 
allowed, in the present case, to involve a very singular departure 
from both. Still, with their venerable Scottish traditions and 
associations — guiltless, moreover, of all symbolism and priestly 
assumption — €sto perpetua. 
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Well, say as all gainsayers will who please, it is 
an occasion this of a very solemn and impressive 
character, and those given to the emotional, in 
the best sense of the word, will tell you so, and 
perhaps sometimes wish themselves away. The 
Moderator (and, though his name be suppressed 
in this somewhat memorable year, he was no 
ordinary man) sums up, as most of my readers 
know (I refer to it only for the few uninitiated), 
with what is called "The Closing Address." 
It is pleasant to note the hushed stillness which 
prevails ; and how those, who perhaps some 
days before were loud, talkative, clamorous, and 
— in no formidable or literal sense of the word 
— pugilistic, sit with dove-like meekness and 
submissiveness, while they receive the counsels 
of their accredited and respected Head. But 
the climax of all is the impressive moment, 
when, after the final prayer, the whole Assembly 
en masse rise from their seats, and, with heart 
as well as voice, send up to heaven this Sursum 
Corda — 

" Pray that Jerusalem may have 
Peace and felicity : 
Let them that love thee and thy peace 
Have still prosperity. 
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" Therefore I wish that peace may still 
Within thy walls remain, 
And ever may thy palaces 
Prosperity retain. 

" Now, for my friends' and brethren's sakes, 

Peace be in thee Til say. 
And for the house of God our Lord, 

rU seek thy good alway." 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

It is sunset next evening; a familiar rumble 
is heard in the Village green. Juno, who had 
for the last week been in an altogether morbid 
and woe-begone condition, now in a series of 
extravagant bounds — all sorts of mad frolics, 
some apparently extemporised for the occasion 
— now at the cob's nose, now at its fetlocks,, 
now at the wheels of " the Machine," is welcom- 
ing back the long -looked -for inmates to the 
Manse. Miss Phemie has vanished within 
doors to resume the reins of internalgovernment ; 
but Effie, with her arm locked in her brother's, 
is sauntering round the garden, taking note of 
rose and honeysuckle and fuchsia and budding 
rhododendrons, since they last parted company. 
The air is scented with hawthorn from the 
Glebe hedge, and the orchard puts even the 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



THE GENERAL ASSEMBLY. 22 5 

Tron gallery to shame with its profusion of 
delicate tint and blossom. The best notes of 
the birds were for the day over, but here and 
there some straggler would perch on a branch 
and sing " Home, sweet home," as best it could. 

Oh, gentle Reader ! the delight of such a 
first garden stroll after ten days of crush and 
bustle and excitement and stifling atmosphere! 
— Oh the delight of getting back to the tinkle 
of the fold, the silvery warble of the brook, and 
the amber of yon western sky gleaming through 
the stems of the old branches on which the 
rooks have gone to sleep ! 

Our friend Mr. Mlnlay was no pedant, none 
in his fraternity were less so ; but can we 
wonder, as his voice penetrates the thick yew 
hedge, that he gives expression to the emotions 
of the moment from his favourite Horace? — 
"Welcome ! A thousand welcomes back from the 
* Fumum et opes strepitumque Romae 1 '" 

It was said that, the following afternoon, 
there was a similar hearty demonstration wit- 
nessed in the Laird's kennels ; that even 
" Surly " looked benignant, and that the more 
impulsive of the canine brotherhood and sister- 
hood were in rhapsodies. 
Q 
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EPILOGUE. 

Here, for the present, must terminate our 
random recollections : a few bright glimpses, 
amid the receding vistas of life, of spots and 
scenes with cherished associations. As a sun- 
dial is somewhere credited with the soliloquy — 
" Horas non numero, nisi serenes." 

Kindly Reader ! fifty years take us back to 
the earliest of our reminiscences ; and in the 
well-known words which an illustrious man has 
emphasised into fame, " Many things have hap- 
pened since then*^ All, or nearly all, the dramatis 
personcB of the preceding pages have passed 
into the silent land. Like those flowers of 
Scotland's own forests, oft so plaintively warbled 
about, they have, one after another, been 
" a' wede away." In Taxwood, as in many 
another cherished place, familiar windows are 
now peopled with strange faces ;. familiar nooks 
now listen to alien voices. Over greenest spots 
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in the waste of memory hang the yew and the 
cypress ; though these are most frequently inter- 
twined, too, with the forget-me-nots of sacred 
affection : rather let us say with enduring and 
unfading amaranths. 

The more strictly ecclesiastical phase of the 
flitting pageant shares in the general transmu- 
tation. The day Miss Effie sat in the front 
gallery of the Tron, " how much has happened 
since then ?" Specially those around that 
ancient table, where Peer and Baronet, Judge 
and Senator, Pastor and Professor, Laic and 
Cleric met and associated in solemn and often 
anxious conclave, hardly one (if one) of the 
group survives ! The names are now — very 
many of them — to be traced on granite or 
marble, in some of the beautiful cemeteries which 
seem to girdle the Scottish metropolis with a 
zone of hallowed remembrances. 

" Much has happened since tlien — " the sen- 
tentious utterance is a widely inclusive one ; 
Church polity, administration, government, or- 
ganisation, theology, ritual, pulpit, press, — ^what 
not ? A progressive age truly, since the modest 
curtain rose in these papers. " Excelsior " has 
been the watchword and achievement of the last 
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four decades. Progression — much — by far the 
most — ^wisely and thankfully to be recorded and 
owned as such. Partly and occasionally, also, it 
may be conceded in this world of mingled aims 
and motives — ««wisely. In the former category 
let us do conspicuous homage to the expansion 
of missionary and philanthropic effort in the 
National Church and in all churches: to the 
earnest and systematic efforts that in many 
quarters have been made for the reclamation 
of the "lapsed masses;" although, alas! it is 
only the outer rim that has apparently yet been 
touched, while the vast seething problem seems 
to remain urgent for solution as ever. In- 
dividuals, alive to their responsibilities, — fired 
and stimulated with a righteous enthusiasm, 
stand out conspicuous from their fellows, for 
their ungrudging devotion and self-sacrifice. 
There are Tel-el-Kebirs and Widy Sudrs in 
ecclesiastical as well as military campaigns. 
Year after year have some of the best standard- 
bearers been falling chivalrously at their posts, 
in duty to their Church, and in loyalty to their 
Church's Head. 

Comments on any ecclesiastical changes — 
inevitable in the course of two generations — 
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would be alike out of place and out of taste 
here. But, though presuming personally on no 
verdict or opinion, the writer may perhaps 
venture, assisted by his readers, an interesting 
speculation as to what (judging by their varied 
idiosyncrasies) would have been some of the in- 
nocent surmises on the part of a few of the char- 
acters he has attempted to describe, — on the 
supposition that these individuals had been 
Methuselahs and survived to the present hour. 

Old Jennies, Jeans, and Maggies ! you re- 
presentative and saintly Bible Christians of this 
older and golden age ! were I to summon you 
to my mythical bar, to tell " the truth, the whole 
truth, and nothing but the truth," what would 
you be disposed to say? You would, I am 
sure, first of all, gratefully acknowledge the pre- 
vailing true ring of evangelical doctrine in the 
pulpits throughout the land, — the wide pro- 
clamation of **the fulness of the blessing of 
the Gospel of Peace." Possibly, at the same 
time — though you would put the demurrer into 
simpler and homelier phrase — I think you 
might be disposed to express regret (may your 
and my uncharitableness, if uncharitable and 
unwarranted, be forgiven !) at the existence in 
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some quarters of a ^festructive, instead of a 
r^«structive theology : cold negations put oc- 
casionally in the place of living truths — the 
temple without the altar, and the altar without 
the sacrifice — as our old friend Saunders might 
very likely have expressed it, " the hungry soul 
asking for bread and mocked with a' stone." 

Then, Miss Effie, I take you, right or wrong, 
as the representative of what might be called 
the advancing, if not the advanced school ; pray 
what have you to say ? I believe you would 
be as loyal as any of your aged village pat- 
riarchs and contemporaries in your adhesion to 
"the unchanging verities:" nor would you like 
to obtrude on others your own private pre- 
possessions — you might call them vagaries — on 
less important matters. But I have a shrewd 
suspicion, from your whole mental cast and 
constitution, — a glimpse I have perhaps mis- 
takenly taken of your " inner consciousness " — 
that had you survived to this day you would 
not seriously have objected to ^^ many things 
which have happened since then!* You could not 
have objected, nay, with your aesthetic leanings, 
this I feel assured of, and therefore need not 
put it hypothetically ; — ^you would have rejoiced 
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in the more seemly ecclesiastical edifices that 
have almost entirely superseded the bam-like 
structures of your age; when, so often, clay-floor, 
and mottled whitewash, and damp ceiling, and 
porchless doors, ensured the minimum of com- 
fort with the maximum of the reverse. Then 
included, /^jj2^i?^, in this rejoicing — I think I 
may almost say certainly ^ would be satisfaction 
at the general brightening and broadening of 
the whole Church service, as more in harmony 
alike with the Word of God and the felt as- 
pirations of your cultured nature ; — included 
in this, the more frequent celebration of the 
great central ordinance of the Christian dis- 
pensation. While, among the newer devices 
and offshoots of clerical usefulness which would 
pre-eminently claim your appreciation, is one 
you were among the earliest to test and initiate, 
— the almost universal introduction through 
the length and breadth of the land, of that 
inestimable boon — the best and most potent 
auxiliary to the minister's labours, the surest 
pledge of future blessing for his parish and 
people — the Sabbath School. 

We may not be quite on such sure ground 
when we come to the modem questio vexata^ 
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the mere outer accessories of worship. Tax- 
wood, latterly at least, I know, was an exception, 
and thanks very much also to you for it. But 
you remember well the conventional precentor 
of your age and district, with his untuneful 
efforts and facial distortions : — ^when, in very 
many instances, the couple of lines in the psalm 
were by him systematically read (intoned) — nay, 
we must give the only right word, drawled in 
the most nasal fashion, and that too with 
wearisome iteration, till the eight couplets were 
exhausted — who can doubt that this chronic 
affliction to yourself and kindred spirits with 
sympathetic tastes, would now thankfully be 
recognised as a " memory " and no more ? I 
know you never shared with Saunders his 
prejudice at the paraphrases. Rather, can it 
be for a moment doubted that, far ahead of 
this, you would have hailed with all your soul 
the acceptance of the evangelical, heart-stirring 
" Hymns," with their devout gospel sentiments 
and elevating hopes ? You would most prob- 
ably have coupled this with a protest, and 
rightly, that the immemorial " Psalms of David " 
were never to be superseded ; although we 
question if you would have looked with dis- 
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approval on the use, in not a few churches in 
these later years, of the beautiful prose 
version of the Psalter, as a substitute for the 
metrical one, with (to put our meaning in the 
least objectionable form), its occasional literary 
shortcomings. 

Dear old Laird, from the prominent position 
you have occupied in the foregoing, it is im- 
possible not to obey the impulse of sisting you 
also at our hypothetical bar. It would be a 
puzzle to know what the good man's verdict 
would have been on some of the disputed 
topics just referred to. It is just possible that 
he would so far, though not without an effort, 
have surrendered, in deference to others, his 
own partialities and prejudices. Perhaps, more 
likely, in concert and sympathy with Miss 
Phemie and others like minded, he would have 
elected rather to rally round and gulp the old 
traditions, maintaining uncompromisingly things 
as they were ; and in the stereotyped words of 
a familiar Scottish prayer — "handing down 
these unimpaired to the latest posterity." It 
is more delicate, though in his case much surer 
ground, to surmise his attitude on the very 
different battlefield of Church polity. Muck, 
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in this toOy has happened since then ; and among 
that "much," much that would have rudely 
startled the Laird's conservative instincts. His 
views, sound or unsound, are not left to con- 
jecture : for though the mutterings of the 
aforesaid storm were as yet feebly heard, the 
agitation of future years had commenced. We 
may presumably infer that he had taken up a 
false and untenable position, seeing that, by so 
wonderful a consensus, the future conservative 
Masters in Israel were against him. He and 
the Factor together had conjured up a whole 
phalanx of evils, which, in the eyes of many 
friends who otherwise so far sympathised with 
them, were deemed imaginary and extravagant 
These two genuine pessimists, however, dis- 
cerned in the popular-election movement, only 
a headlong and imbecile rush towards demo- 
cracy and worse: subjecting the Church to 
influences that would inevitably undermine her 
strength, mar her usefulness, lower her status, 
and accomplish her overthrow. With all his 
robust and sterling good sense, the Laird, on a 
few questions, narrow and exclusive doubtless 
was. To use another simile of his future and 
as yet undeveloped political chief, he would 
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probably have been, nay he was regarded with 
a smile, by not a few, as one of the " row of 
extinct volcanoes ;" — a worthy man who had 
outlived his age. We, who were personally 
cognisant of his worth, must concede to him at 
all events honesty of conviction ; even though 
somewhat ruthlessly and vehemently he would 
persist in denouncing the tampering with the 
rights of patrons, and ring the changes of his 
parable in prognosticating the certain vulgarising 
and plebeianising of the Church ; lowering its 
pulpit standard and ministerial qualifications ; 
severing it from sympathy with the landed 
interest, of which he had pride enough to con- 
sider himself one ; opening the door to parish 
cabals, rival candidates, preaching competitions, 
etc. etc., all in his eyes a deflection from con- 
stitutional ways and safe paths. Well, we 
must not be too hard or censorious, even while 
we allow that the Laird's Toryism was of the 
most fossilised character, and would have been 
considered, with our advanced ideas political 
and ecclesiastical, simply an anachronism. 
Symbolising a conservative Churchman of the 
old school, we may leave the fossil bone, with 
a sort of pardonable interest, unticketed and 
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unclassified on the shelves of our Taxwood 
Museum. 

Much has happened mice then ! — ^Yes, Reader, 
much has happened ; and we fear much more 
serious and anxious evils are yet to happen to 
all churches and to all religion. A sigh may 
well be uttered and a prayer ascend (we speak 
not now of party views on ecclesiastical legisla- 
tion) for the good old times. We, in our 
simplicity, would be tempted to add a sigh and 
longing for the good old Lairds — Lairds who 
reign as little kings in the affections of their 
tenantry and people; — who, on lofty principle and 
with true patriotism, scorn the abnormal position 
of being dissevered from them on the one only 
common ground on which they can meet — the 
ground of community of worship on the Sabbath 
and in the Church of their fathers. It was very 
much for his ecclesiastical likings, sympathies, 
and example, that the Laird of these papers 
lived honoured and respected ; and when, com- 
bined with this, he possessed and displayed a 
superlative kindness of heart and interest in all 
around him, we cannot wonder that he died 
lamented. 

** ril neer hae sic a Mester," said the old 
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forester and oldest servant on the estate, as the 
faithful fellow, with tears like summer rain roll- 
ing down his cheeks, was clasped in the dying 
grip of the Laird's hand. 

^ ^ ^ % ^ 

Even as we now write, bugle-notes of war 
are being sounded : the threat of internecine 
struggles, where an Eirenicon only should be 
heard. Oh ! the ecclesiastical perfervidum 
Scotorum ! 

* * ^ ^ 4t 

Hark again: — Still a noise of guns, some 
heavy artillery, some the crack of small mus- 
ketry. We try to shut our ears and bury our 
heads with something akin to shame, yet more 
to sorrow. Well, whatever be the result, the 
writer's fervent hope, as it is the patriotic desire 
of many, that, when the smoke rises, and the 
clangour ceases, and the war-clouds clear away, 
there may be disclosed to view, Scotland, the 
ideal Scotland of Knox again ; with a return to 
its parochial and territorial system, the curse of 
its rival sects removed, its party shibboleths 
silenced for ever: — and, nestling in many of 
its favoured nooks, under the shadow whether 
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of Grampians or Cheviots, Pentlands or Lo- 
monds, Ochils or Sidlaws, a parish and village, 
with Minister, Laird> Schoolmaster, Factor, 
Farmer and Cottar, ** gentle and semple," a replica 
of the Taxwood of the earlier half of this 
century. 



THE END. 



Printed by R. & R. Clark, Edinburgh. 
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THE STORY OF A SHELL: 

^ 9£lomance of i^t &tu, 

WITH SOME SEA TEACHINGS. 
A BOOK FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. 



" Dr. Macduff has striven, and that most successfully, to present 
instruction clothed in language of studied simplicity, and in a 
style which is sure to charm the young imagination. . . . The 
book is got up with much elegance." — Daify Review, 

** The story of the sea creatures, of the coral builders, the ane- 
mones, the sea-weeds, the fishes, etc. , is told merrily and intelli- 
gibly, with all sorts of modern illumination about them." — 
Academy, 

" The book is beautifully written. The instruction it contains 
is given forth in such a fascinating way that we are sure the 
young people for whom it is intended will find it far more inter- 
esting than the most thrilling piece of fiction invented for their 
benefit. " — Glasgow Herald, 

" To children with a turn for natural history the book will 
be positively fascinating, and to all it must be attractive." — Record, 
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'* Somewhat after the style of Kingsley's Glaucus, and in a 
style scarcely less interesting. The illustrations by A. Rowan 
are of a very superior character." — Bookseller, 

** Dr. Macduff is in his best vein in telling his story of * Ocean 
Wonderland.* We most cordially recommend this Romance of 
the Sea to readers young and old." — M B. Mail. 

** That our boys and girls will enjoy it from beginning to end 
need scarcely be said. The story itself is beautifully told, while 
the illustrations combine to make the volume quite a work of 
art." — Liverpool Mercury, 

"We venture to say that Dr. Macduff conveys in this volume 
far more of interesting information on the subject to which it 
relates than is given in 99 out of 100 of the works of more 
pretentious scientific men. . . . There is a pleasant graceful 
fancy running through the whole book, and it deserves very high 
praise. Whether as a fairy story or scientific tale, it is equally 
sure to attract young people." — Scotsman. 
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